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Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 
ob, who in furious Factions take Delight, 
| Know, you are not to be regal d to-night; 
Theſe Scenes do no one ſparring Blow afford, 
But Peace and Moderation is the Word: 
No Side, nor Man on either Side, is hit. 
We ſingle out no Courtier, Clown, or Cit, . 
And if youre angry, tis all wrong, you re bit. 
Nor let the well eas Man, of Parts and Taſte, _ 
Look ſharp for Dainties at @ Country Feaſt; 
Expect no ſprighily Turns, nor Language here, 
But reſt contented with your homely Chear, 


Ils ſuch as we could get at Croydon Fair, 
Our Men of Mirth have never been at Court, 


here Beaux, and Belles, and gentler Wits reſort, 


Bitters indeed and of the better ſort. _ 
To bare bamboux ling we may chance pretend, 
Or by the Chriſten Name to catch a Friends 
But to ſome happier Wit we leave to tell, 
Of thoſe who in true Biting meſt excel. 
For that great Work old Bards ſhall riſe a gain: 
And the Sicilian Maids renew the lofty Strain, 
Let not a Rival Writer ſtir up Spizht 
In you, who judge of Comedy, or write; 
For tho fond Parents on their Off-ſpring doat, ' 
And ev'ry Ideot Author loves the Brat he got; 
Tet ours gives freely up his Petit Piece, 
And ſwears that you may uſe it as you pleaſe: 
Nay, ſhould you take his Drolling m good party 
He owns this only as a yenthful Start, 


And ſets no Claim up to the Comick Art, 80 


So when keen Patriots purſue the Chace, | 
The ſhifting Stateſman yields, and ſues for Grace, 
And to preſerve his Carcaſe quits his Place, 
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Naids, Wives and Miftreſſes, aſſert the Cauſe, V 


Dur own dear Sex and all their Failings ſpare ; 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirale. 


O F all the Taxes which the Poet pays. 


Thoſe Funds of Verſe, none are ſo hard 70 raiſe | 5 


A, Prologues and as Epilog ues t0 Plays. 
So many mighty Wits are gone before, 


They've rified all the Muſes ſacred . 
Like Conqu ring Armies thro the Province paſs d, 
Swept all, and left it ruin d, void and waſte, 


Yer, Conſcientious You can ſtill demand 


Large Contributions from the wretched Land ; 


Expect that we ſhould ſtill purſue the Theme, 
The' you deny to us, what you allow d to them. 


Bold Satyr then you did permit to reign, 
Satyr, that Noiſe and Nonſenſe could reſtrain; 
Wen to be pleas d and taught the Hearers came, 


They got Inſtruction, and the Poet Fame. 


Then Strephon's Verſe to either Sex gave Law, 
And charm'd the Fair, and kept the Fools in Awe; 
But now, for Reaſons to your ſelves beſt known, -- 
Your Fathers' Wit and Pleaſures you diſown; 


Hither ye Herds of Fools ſecurely com; 


Prologue and Epilogue, 8 > 
Tour ancient Foes, are muxxled now and dumb. 


We Wamen think it hard, when Laws prevail | 
That take away our Privilege to rail; . 


In ſpight of Reformation and the Laws: 

And tho the cenſur d Stage no Tales muſt tell, 
Yet Viſiting- Days and Tea may dd as well. 
Henceſor th, in ſolemn Meetings of the Fair, 
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CTet no ill-natur'd She ſeverely ſay . 
What hideous ill. dreſs d Things the ſaw that Day: 
Let envious Uglineſs no more reprove N 
Her fairer Friend's ſucceſsful Pow'r in Love; 
But let each able Tongue do all ſhe can, | 
Let Satyr be the Word, and the whole Subject Man, 


| Tell of dull Knights, ſad Squires, and wretchad Citt, 


Diſplaying Foers, and brisk biting Wits; 
Then ſay what Wine, what Friends, what choice Delights, 
, "Employ their dull Days, and yet duller Nights; ' 

[ Laſh ev ry Fool of ev ry Kind and Faſhion, | 

And be the true Reformers of the Nation. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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MEN. 


Sir Timothy Tallapoy, An Eaſt-India 
Merchanr, very Rich, in Love with\ 
Mariana, a great Affecter of the Ch. 
neſe Cuſtomws. 


Mr. Betterton. 


Pinch, A Biting Squire. Mr. Pack. 
Clerimont, Nephew to Sir Timothy, Mr. Verbruggen. 
Friendly, In Love with Angelica. Mr. Booth, 
Scribbleſcrabble, A City Sollicitor. Mr. Leigh. 
Bandileer, A Foot Soldier. Mr. Knuap. 
Trick, Servant to Friendly. Mr. Fieldhouſe. 
Grumòle, Servant to Pinch. Mr. Trout. 


Bohee, Servant to Sir Timothy. Mr. Freeman, 


* 


Widow. ö 
Mariana, Privately marry'd to Cleri- 
mont, and related to Friendly. 


Lady Stale, An affected amorous old dun. Leigh. 


E Mrs, Bracegirdle, 


Angelica, Daughter to Sir Timothy, Mrs. Mountfort, 


Mrs. Clever. | Mrs. Barry. 
Me. Seribbleſerabble. Mrs. Lawſon, 


Servants belonging to Sir Timothy, Two Whores. 
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ACT I SCENE L 


S$CENE, 4 Country Town. 
Are CLEnmMont: 4 
Cler. £ EY Riemdly ſtays 18 ho for ſo = 
- 0 paſſionste a Perſon as he ſeems to be. | 
| This Lazineſs in Love looks as if Ma- A 
| M0 trimony had gone before, and the beſt 4 
part of the Buſineſs had been over. * 
Oh Trick. | | ; ll 
Enter Trick, 9 I _ 
5 Where's your Maſter? - 1 
Trick. He Il be here in a minute, Sir * Juſt get rid of a © 8 
little Misfortune that follows him. 5 v 
Cler. Misfortune! What Mis fortune? | 3M 
Trick. My Lady Stale. e 1 
 Cler, The Devil! Is the with him? > af 4 
5 A 4 Die. | 
| 


he Brven 


; Tick. Too true, Sir: Your ancient Gentlzore: : 
man is a tenacious Animal they ſeldom looſe their 
hold till they have drawn Blood; — tho to give my 


Mlaſter his due, he lives after a frank manner enough with 


her; —— he'll make no ſcruple of dropping her, leave her 


to daggle about the Fair by her ſelf, at the firſt Stop ſhe 


makes; we ſhall have him here preſently — ——— Sc, 


| didn t I tell vn ſo, Sir? 
; Emer bricudlyc 


Friend, Dear Clerimont, I have Ten Thou find Pardons 
to beg of you; I treſpaſs upon your Patience at a ſtrange 
rate. 

Cler: Dear Sir; truce with your Compliments; an&if 
you pleaſe, let us come to the Matter in Hand — Yon 
new Houſe is my Unkle's. | | 
Trick. Twoud ha' made your Honour a pretty Seat, 
if you had not fallen out with him. 

Cler. He has been there with his Daughter theſe Three 


Days, 
marry her. he's a fantaſtical obſtinate old Fellow, and 


reſolves againſt parting either with her or his Money, but 


ro a Coxcomb of his own chuſing; who (by the way ) 
came down in the fame Coach with me to-day, ſo 
that unleſs we can find out ſome Stratagem to make an 
Aſs of him, and a happy Man of you, poor Angelica muſt 
die a Maid, or marry the Fool, as aforeſaid. 

Friend. In order to that we have already taken all. mea- 
ſures, tho F muſt own I apprehend ſome Difficulty in the 
Execution of *em.—— Did the Booby Lover that came 
with you, know you? | 
Cler. Not at all. — Pl! aſſure you he's a walt extraore 
dinary Perſon, and a Biter, as his miſerable Fellow-Travel- 
lers, the very Coachman, and indeed every body we met 
upon the Road, found to their Coſt. 

Friend. The Devil he is! That new Generation of Waps | 
are the moſt inſufferable Teizers! It happens luckily 
enough; for your Unkle has met with 'em.ſome where or 

Day and I ä 22 __ bit to the purpoſe, for he 
. raves 


ce 2 


EA 


you are in love with her, have a mind to 


K 


Te BI TE RM up 
raves at the very mention of the Word, ſwears tis a vil- 
lanous Deſign to corrupt all our Morality, and breed up 
our Youth in the Practice of early Lying; he hopes to ſee 
it made Felony by Act of Parliament. — ] perceive 
my Rival will hardly prove ſo formidable as we took him 
Trick. Fear nothing, Sir; Rug's the Word, all's ſafe: 
For the old Gentleman, leave him to me. This Fair- 
time gives his Country Neighbours a Liberty of coming 
to his Houſe, tho' the Inſide of it at another time is as 
hard to be ſeen as a fortified Place in the time of War. 
but the Devil's in him if he can keep us out now: 
I have engaged two or three very pretty Fellows here of 


the Town to be of the Party with us, ſmart Dogs for tze 4 


contriving part, and of moſt invincible paſſive Courage to 
20 thro' with the Execution. they have had the 
Honour to be beaten black and blue in ſeveral Adventures 
Al 775 moore =} any Ee os 

Cler. For the reſt, the lovely Mariana, your charming 


Kinſwoman, has engag'd a notable Limb of the Law, a bs 


City Solicitor, in your Intereſts; ———— it there be 


any thing in his way of Roguery to do you Service you 1 


may depend upon him, My Unkle is luckily enough too 
in Love with Mariana, to a very ridiculous Extravagance; 
and when a Woman of Wit and Beauty has an old Fel- 
low under thoſe Circumſtances, ſhe ſeldom fails of a Se: 
. cret. to make him pliant. „„ — 
Friend. But can you, who are ſo delicate a Lover, al- 
low Mariana to make any advances to this extravegant 
 Vakle of yours? „ 3 > 
f Cler. To truſt you then with a Secret of the laſt Im! 
portance, you muſt know I have been marry d to her 
this Week. . „„ ; 
Friend. To Mariana ; _y 
Cler. She has made me the happieſt-Man in the World. 
Friend. Does your Unkle know any thing of this Mat- 


b * 
of 2 


Cler. Not a Syllable 1 have been ſo long upon ſcurvy 


$ 
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Terms with him, that I thought 'twou'd be to little p pan: 


oſe to ask his Conſent. 
Trick. Sir, Sir, as I live, yonder s Mrs. Clever 


Mr. Clerimont is in Diſgrace with his Uncle, and I being 
in ſomewhat ſcoundreliſh, or, as your Honour calls it, 


{ To Cler.] ſcurvy Terms with him my ſelf, what if we 


' thou'd retain her for an opening Council towards him? 
Cler. Ha! lucky enough. 


Friend. Sdeath! She's an intimate Friend of my Lady 


Stale's. 
Trick. Ah dear Sir, ſhe hath a violent Paſſion for Mo- 
" ney ;— ſhe loves it better, not than any thing, I wo'nt 


fay that of her neither, but than any Friend that ever ſhe 


' had, from her God-fathers and God- "mothers to the laſt 
- new Acquaintance ſhe made. 
Cler. Pr'ythee call Denon I have been mightily i in her 


© Books of late. 
Trick. Hum! not altogether ſo proper juſt — 20 — 


my Lady Srale has join d her, and they are both coming 


this way. 

Friend. Let's be gone; — I would not ſee her 
And d'ye hear, Sirrah, contrive ſome way to rid us of my 
Lady Srale; 
Forty Face of hers is a meer Omen of ill Fortune. 


I] wiſh we may never meet her till our Projects are paſt = 


croſſing. 


Trick. I warrant you, Sir: And foe Mrs. Clever, you may 


reckon the thing done; you may depend upen 
her, as much as the French King does upon his Couſin of 


Bavaria. [ Exennt. 


Enter Lady Stale and Mrs. Clever. 


 _-  - Stale, Well, dear Clever, never talk, for this Cs | is 
a moſt in ſufferable filthy Place. 


Clev. There's a great deal of Hurry, Duſt and Noiſe in- 
deed. And yet ſo there are at May Fair and Bartholomew 


Fair, where Al the World come. Methinks this Place 


is as diverting as thoſe are, and the People are as merry 


here as there, tho they are not fo well dreſs d. 
Stale, 


that unlucky amorous Five and 


41.9 OO  » my wh. 


' {4.9 


ww a tat. 
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Clev. Very gallant! 


Stale. Oh ſhocking! But tis like the horrible Place— | 
1 ſwear, my Dear, we ought never to be forgiven for 


coming mie; - 
Clev. Oh dear Madam, be compos'd, I beſeech you — 
my Life on't, you meet with none of thoſe Inſolencies.— 


Such little wild young Creatures as Mariana can't avoid 
the Impertinence of an impudent young Fellow; but he 
muſt be a Grenadier indeed that would attack your La- 


Oyſhip. 
| Enter Mr. Scribbleſcrabble, bloody and. 

Mar. Ah dear Mr. Scribbleſcrabble ! I rejoyce to ſee you, 
— I am glad you're got out of the Clutches of that un- 
merciful pounding Coachman. 

Scrib. Ah de. de- dear Madam, your Slave, your Slave, 
nothing in the Earth, a Te- Te- Trifle, a ATI 

Stale, Is this the Lawyer, Child? | 

Mar. The ſame. 

Scrib, One always meets -with your me-me- 


Wags, and your comical Jo- Jokes, Madam, at Fairs and 


fuch like Places; for my part, U ions A pps 


pu- purpoſe 
1 To be beaten? A very whimſical Deſign, very 


| far from a Jeſt, and in my G went off very To 


cally on your Side. 
Scrib. Not at all Madam, not at al, a ee a 


; Trifle, £ 


Mar. Your Noſe bleeds ſadly. 


Scrib. Nothing at all, very good, very vbollome— 


J always bleed Spring and Fall. 
Cle. Men of Gallantry turn every Thing into 


Humour and Mirth: 


e always a Wag. 


| Farthiog . in 1 Moor-field; ring of him, 


eee Na-Nu-Namy! Naw Clever! By Fe-Fe- 
Fericho Pm glad to ſee thee. * 7 Fe- 


Clev. He's a great Man at Adventures. 


|. 


I know Mr. Scribbleſerabble = 


. 
— A 1 
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6 De BI E R. 
Stale. Well, to have Adventures is always a Mark of a | 
Man of Condition. Mr. Scribbleſerabble, give me Leave to . 


felicitate your good Fortune. 

Mar. Ah dear Madam, you don't know Ta Hes 
intimate with all the agreeable Rakes about Town, wears 
a lac'd Hat with-a ſmart Pinch in Vacation-time, and plays 
at Picket at the Temple Chocolate- houſes. - 


Scrib. Tr-truly, Madam, if it were not diſcountenanc' di 


| in the City, I do think a de- de- demy Caſtor, with a fa- 
| ſhionable Edging, a vey Ge-Ge-Gentleman- like kind of 


nan Ornament. 7: 
Clev. He is a very Terror to all the Wa dene of the 


Ward he lives in, two Chandlers Wives, beſides 
a Haberdafher of ſmall Wares's Daughter, have been turn d 
out of Doors for him within this Half Year. 

Scrib. Ah me- me· meer Waggery, $c-Sc-Scandal 


What ſhou'd the Ladies ſee in me? 


Clev. Oh that Spirit, that Wir, that agreeable Freer 


dom. 


Scrib. Something of a fr- fr-frank manner, Madam; 5 


ah, ab, ah, — but wh-what's that, what's that, Madam? 


Clev. What, d'ye e think the World knows nothing 8 


But beſides, whatſoever he fays, he loves to- . a Noiſe | 
with bis Adventures. 


Scrib. Aa, 5. iy, fy, no, no, no. 
Stale. Pretty Expreſſions of his Paſſion! 


Clev. Then 'ris the little peeviſheſt Creature, rather ther 0 
not quarrel he'll quarrel-and box with his Miſtreſs her ſelf; 


then ſhe, you know, naturally reſiſts, than an W out 


comes the Prentices. 


Stale. What! engage with the Domeſticks? © 
Clev. Up with Paring-ſhovels, Blows abound, and the 


£ Lover i is rucfully-beaten for the Cloſe of his Adventure. 


Mar. Suffering for the Ladies is gallant; and you ſee Love: 


is his foible. But what ſays poor Madam Scribbleſcrabble to 


all tha? | Scrib, 


= ”_ — — 


But how come you to know: me! I value my ſelf 
upon being cloſe. - 


[ Making an ngly Face: 5 


in his, or any Man's Hands, 


The B I I E R 


Sexrib. Ana. | 


 Stale. His Wife? What, has he a Wife? Oh unfaithful 


Mx. Scribble[crabble? + 


Scrib. Ni na- name her not, name her her not, I ſay. » 
Clev. Marry but we will tho fince, to her Praife 


be it ſpoken, ſhe's an Example to the whole Pariſh for Pa- 
_ tience and good Houſewifry. + 5 8 = 


Serib. Shall I tell you? My Dru-Drudge, my Conve- 


nience, my patient Grifſel, —— ſhe in the Be-Be-Ballad — 


was a Type of her, and I am her n-n-noble Marquis, her 


Lord, her great Turk, by Fe-Fericho. 


Stale. What a barbarous little gallant Perſon it „ 
Mar. Why didn't you bring her with you to- Day? 
Serib.. What, about Bu- Bu- Bus neſs? — Inco-co-cons 


gruous, Madam. No, I left her, I left her 


Clev. Penſively at home, I warrant you. 
Scrib. Mending the foul Clothes, and the Childrens 
Stockings; —— but let us leave her to her Co-Co-Cow- 
heel and Pint of Ale, and talk of other Matters Have 


you ſeen Mem-Mem-Mr. —? - [ To Mariana, 
Mar. aſide. ] Huſht! a Word with you. No naming 


of Names — hark in your Ear. | . 
N Mariana whiſpers Scribbleſcrabble. 


5 Clev. You ſee, Madam, what a baſe World it is, how 


falſe the Men and how miſerable the Women are 
The very Scribbleſerabbles of the City have got into the 


Way of deſpiſing their Wives. 


Stale. Tis too true, Child; and there are very few in 


this fantaſtical Age, that the greateſt Merit can oblige to 
Conſtancy: And if I didn't think Friendly a Man 


that had a very exact Gout for Merit, one that enter'd very 
far into Merit, extreamly far, almoſt as far as tis poſſible 
for one to enter into Merit, I ſhould hardly truſt my ſelf 


lev. Look ye, Madam, he may enter into Merit as 


far as another, I don't diſpute that, Madam; but how _ 
will you keep him from being weary of Merit, and hav- 


bug 


= Bir 
ing his Belly full of Merit, as they ſay, getting rid of Me⸗ 
rit, turns Merit off again? 
Stale. For that, Child, I truſt to my Merit, tis my 
own, I know it, and J truſt to it. 
* Clev. Matrimony's an uncertain Game. 
Stale, Tis fo. But you know we Women 
love Play. 
tell me, that I ſhall never be free from the Tooth-ach, Va- 
pours, and a Scurvy -e that haunts me Spring and 
Fall, till, ah! ah! (you'll pardon the Misfortune of my 
Conſtitution) till I have another Child. Nay, 
they fay if I had Twins 'twould be better, and go more 
to the Bottom of my e 
Clev. Nay then you had get your Ingredients to- 
gether, and go into 585 Courſe as ſoon as poſſible, for 


: fear the Seaſon for Phyſick ſhould be over. 


Stale. My Dear, 1 ſos you're buſie. ng Mariana] We'll 
go on before, 5 
Mar. But a Word, Madam, and I wait on you. 
Stale. Clever and Il walk on before you'll 
overtake us before we get to the Monſters, ——— have a 
ſtrange Fancy for Monſters. OE 
Clev. Did your Ladyſhip ever ſee the Mantegur 3 
Stale. Oh dear! no he was a very obſcene Mons 

ſter he was obſcene, rude, very rude and beaſtly 
| but the Womantegur—— 


Clev. His 1 | 
Stale. was very well bred, and bad a preat dat 


of Wir. This is her Day, 1 e if ſhe ſees Com- 
pany here, we'll viſit her. 8 | 
_ Clev. With all my Heart. I Exeuni. 
Mar. Look ye, be careful, and you may expect every 
thing from Mr. Friendiys Bounty ; for Clerimont's 
Unkle, Vil undertake he ſhall ſet bis Name to the wx 
when they are ready. 

Scib, *Tis enough; they are here in pu · pu · preſto i in my 
Green · bag here; I want nothing but the old Ge· Ge- Gen- 
tleman's Name to fill up the Gangs 8 5 


Mar. 


Beſides, Rallery apart, my Phyficians | : 


built hard by here. You muſt know he has 
by the China Trade in the Exft-Indies, and at that time 


of mine, and 
Pinch. Bite! 


May, For that I can inform you —— he writes himſelf 
Sir Timothy Tallapoy of Kingquangcung xi. 5 


Scrib. What a pu- pu- plaguy Pagan N- Name is that for 


a Proteſtant Pu-Pu-Pariſh! | 


Mar. Tis a Name he has given to a new Houſe he has 
got his Eſtate 


grew ſo fantaſtically fond of the Manners, Language, Ha- 
bit, and every thing thar relates to thoſe People, that he 


prefers em not only before thoſe of his own Country; but 
all the World beſides. *Tis ridiculous enough to ſee how 


he makes himſelf be dreſs'd and ſery'd exactly after the 


Chineſe manner. 


Scrib, Ve- very whimſical, fe-fe-faith and troth, 
Mar. But huſht! here's our Fellow - Traveller: 


the Temple Wag, that came down in the Coach w 


Euter Pinch, and two i omen in Maiks, 
Pinch, You tell me you are very paſſionate 8 
1 Mask. What, are you ſuch a Monſter not to believe 


me when I ſwear? 


Pinch. It is really inconſiſtent. Vou have known me 


but two Minutes and a half, aad you intend to bambouzie 


me out of a Beef Stake. | 7 
1 Mask. Not for that, my Dear, indeed but 


| if we ſhould dine together we ſhould be ſo facetious — 


and. I can tell you ſomething of ſome Body that lodges at 


the Black-boy and Still in aertain Place. 


2 Mask. Hark ye, Madam, come away, Madam, —— 
We won't be beholding to the Pimp. = 

: Mask. No, pray ſtay, Madam; I'll aſſure you, Ma- 
dam, I know the Gentleman, - — he is a Relation 


2 Mask. What dy'e mean, Pimp? ha, Pimp! What's 
mu oy ? Will you give us a Bottle of Wine, or no, 
imp? | e 5 | 


Pinch, 


. 0 0 
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Pinch, why then I tell-you No. 
have told you my Mind without a Bite, pox. 


2 Mask. Dammee, Madam, come away, Madam; n 


there's Madam Foorſtoching at the Greyhound ſhe has 
brought down a Couple of Bob Wigs out of Cheapſide, 
ſhall treat us both. — Look ye, Pimp, I ſhall meet you 
ſome Night or other in the Play-houſe Paſſage, and then 


III bite you, I will ſo, Pimp you! [ Exeunt Mass. 


Mar. Mr. Pinch, your Servant I yow I'm afraid 


youre very ill natur d you treated _ Ladies very 


roughly, methought. | 
*  Pmch. Oh no, dear Madam, by 1 no means, Madam 


I am fond of the Fair to the laſt degree; by the ſolemn 
Powers, Madam, —— Your Ladyſhip is, as I may ſay, a * 


Biter, Madam. 


Mar. Upon my Word 'tis very innocently, for I don * 


know what it is. 


Pinch. Oh dear Madam, excuſe me for t no; 


2 bite, bite, Madam, that won't paſs indeed. 
Mar. Nay I muſt confeſs I take it to be ſomething 
| that is very entertaining, becauſe I ſee it makes up: 4 


great Part of the Converſation among 75 fine Gentle- 


. Oh your r only new Way of Humour os : 
that pretend t be Men of Wit and Pleaſure do nothing | 
drt bite all Day long. 


Mar. But pray, Sir, as how? for Example a little. - 


Pinch. Why as thus; ſuppoſe now I ſhould ay "IF 


mon Snuff was a Wit. 


Mar. A Wit! he's a Politician indeed, anda ſmart litl ; 


Gentleman ; but for a Wit 
Pinch. Bite! there tis now 
a Wit than I am a Politician, Or now if I ſhould ſay I 
am going to Moſcow, or that I am to be Lord Mayor, or 
that the Cham of Tartarys my Couſin-German, that the 
Pope's a Whig, and the French King a Reformer, Beauty 
to be aboliſh'd, and Matrimony and ugly Faces to prevail; 
| 82 2 * n 5 wo Few indeed: Bite, ſays == 
| : that's- 


And now I 


Why he's no more 


(64 mg 268 re 


point 
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that's all: you ſee it is the eaſieſt thing in the World. 
_ » Serib, Me- me- mighty eaſte, fe-fe-Faith and Troth.—— 
Why this is nothing but Lying Here I have been 
2 Biter, Man and Boy, theſe Thirty Years, and never 


beer 


Aar. Well, I fee you are a true Biter, and a right Wit 
of the Age, by winding up your jeſt with Matrimony 


—— but have you been a Sufferer by the Ladies, that 
you ſpezk ſo ill of their Profeſſion? Ln 


Pinch. Pardon me, not at all, Madam, only for the 


Grace of Wit, and to make up the troll of the Sentence, 
as merrily conceited Perſons are us'd to do. I am Matri- 


monyꝰs humble Servant, came down to this very individual 


Town of Croydon to pay my Reſpects to it, and am 
to ſubſcribe my ſelf Matrimony's Bond- ſlave to-mor- 


| ee And who is the Nymph that is to be made 
boy? | TT 8 | 
Pinch, Happy ! ah ha, Bite, Madam, — lam to 


be married indeed, but no Body's to be made happy. 
Mar. You are ſuch a Wag one dos'nt know where to 
have you. Well, but who is it that is to have the 


Honour of being your bitten Bride. for bit ſhe 
will be, that I foreſee already. | | 55 
Pinch, Right, Madam, for, as you ſay, I ſhall bite her, 
tho ſhe be Bone of my Bone never fo much. Lou 
muſt know tis one Madam Angelica, Daughter to Sir - 
motiiy Tallapoy, a rich Merchant hard by here. 


* 
; 


Mar. Handſome to a Miracle, I fuppole. 


_ Pinch, *Egad I don't know, that's as the Fates ſhall ap 


* 


Father in my Life, nor heard of them till within theſe 


Three Days, when a Comical old Fellow, a Father of 


mine in the Country, ſends a Servant of his, one Gre- 


gory Grumble by Name, ( whom, by the way, I bit Seven 
times before he could tell how my Father. and Mother, 


my Brothers and Siſters, my Unkles and Aunts, and the 


reſt of my Relations in the Country did) to tell me 1 ; 


x . 
l 
* 
4 
12 
5 ; 
+3 
. 7 
by 
— 
3 
4 
T- 


for you muſt know I never ſaw her nor ber 


2 
e 
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try, 
_ engaging — 
Pinch. For -really, Madam, fince the firſt — Minute 

I had the Honour to know you, 


he had; agreed with a Gentleman for a Wife tor me. 


I receiy'd the News, bit the Bearer again, and then ſent 


him to notify to my Father-in-Law, that is to be. 7 
Mar. Andin Conkequancy: thereof you are come down: 


hither? 
| Pinch, To bite the Old Gentleman and: the reſt * my | 


Croydonian Relations, conſuramate with his Daughter, and 
beget a biting Generation for the Benefit of Poſterity. 


Mar. aſide to Scrib.] Lou ſee this is your . Þ 


beſure you'do'nt-loſe Sight of him. 
Scrib. Ta-te-race's the Word, Madam, a Word to 
Wiſe PH be-be-bite bim, I warrant you. 
Mar. You're ſo intent upon this Fair Lady, that I'm 
afraid we muſt deſpair of your good Company. | 
. Pinch, For that Fair Lady you ſpeak of, time enough 
— I marry her to-morrow time enough, I' warrant 
you ll marry her Can ſhe defire more? 
But for you, Madam, I would forſake the greateſt Prin- 
ceſs upon the Earth, tho ſhe were fair as the bluſhing 


Morn —— or — 


Mar. Oh dear! this is a very particular Piece of Gallan- 
but you Men of Wit and Pleaſure are ſo 


Mar. Which was about two Hours ago; CA.. 
Pinch, I have really had the greateſt Inclination in the 


World to profeſs my ſelf, Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt 


profound humble Seryant. 


Mar. Nay, I ſwear this is too much 1 would not 
make your Lady jealous for the World. 

| Pinch. Madan, ſhall I tell your Ladyſhip without + 
Bite, and by the ſolemn Powers, I am palliogate and lin- 


cere. 

Wore, J have a r Inclination to take you at your 
„ fo do- | beromm I chat will make | 

it . 


Aer. 


Carnival before Lent. or a- | 
Mar. Come hang Similes—— we'll Join. the reſt of our - 


We Bret © 23: : 


Mar. Give me your Hand- PIl have 2 good Opi- 
nion of my Beauty, and inven: upon your Bride's. Wa 55 
gative; for this Day I receive you for my Servant, and if 
you don't like me when that's over, as well as you do 
now, you ſhall repair to your Lady Miſtreſs at Night, and 
be married to-morrow for your Puniſhment, 15 

Pinch, Od! I like this mightily --— ſtrangely Faith 
—- Od! there's a good deal of Conceit in it— It's like A 


Company, and be as merry as the Day's long. | 
* Pinch, Or like----- or hold - ſtay or like a Biting 
and a Beating, or like Laughing and Crying, or like fair Wea- 
ther and foul, or like riding in a Coach and going a-foot 
afterwards, ---- or like -- | 
Mar. Phoo! hoo! . along, Pll warrant 
a = 
1 Or bike Od! I don't 2 like ſomewhat 
at's very merry and very melancholly K But, as you ſays. 
rang Ar and = come ef 
I Exeunt. 


> 4 8 * 
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ILOE bluſld, and — and foore; 
And puſh'd me rudely from her, 
T call'd her perjur d, faichlef W 
Ty tall to me of Honour. 


- But when I 7 and would be gone; 


-_ 


- 


She cry d. whither go ye? 
Young Damon On nom we ge alone, 


Do What you will with Cloe. 
Ads: End of the A Act. 
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Eurer Sir Timothy Tallapoy, Two or Three Servants ridi- 
| | culouſiy habited haling in Grumble. 
Sir Im. T OO K ye, Sarrah, I will put you into the 
3 Hands of the Tutang, which is, according 
to Interpretation, the Officer that delighteth in Juſtice, 
which is, according to Engliſh Expreſſion, the Conſtable | 
of Croydon; Ill ſee whether the Laws of this 
Land, as corrupt as + are, will allow you in Enormi- 


JJ {+= „ 
Grum. Yauſt charge the Conſtable wi ma ——Yauſt 
put me f th' Stocks now! Maiſter's Worſhip, Sir Peter 
Pinch's Worſhip, and my Lady Pinch's Worſhip, and young 
Maiſter Pinch's Worſhip, the young Squair's Worſhip, 
they ſt take t hudge kaindly o yaur Worſhip to put their 
Man F th' Stoucks for bracking the Boble there, 
Sir Tm. Profane Raſcal! Sirrah! It was the Pagode, or 
Repreſentation of the great Callaſuſu, who was Nephew 
to the great Fillimafo, who was deſcended from the illu- 
ftrious Fokienſs, who was the firſt Inventer of eating Rice 
upon Platters.— Sirrah! if you had been at Nanquin, 
or the great City of Xamſi you had ſuffer d Death, Sirrah! 
5 0 Enter Angelica. 


Ang. How now? What's the Matter? What has this 
Fellow done, that he is taken into Cuſtod 7? 8 
Sir Tim, The Pagode, the Pagode, he has broken the | 
great Pagode. 0 | „„ 5 5 | 
Ang. Is that all? „ „ 
Sir Tim. Get you in, Huſſy, incontinently I fay: — 
Tou have not that Regard and Veneration ſor things 
which deſerve Regard and Veneration, which any civilly, 
modeſtly, or -virtuouſly diſpos d Perſon may have, can 
 baye, muſt have, and ought to have, Huſſy. 


T7 


 Grum 


| I'ſe pay for't — 


from my Sight — 


His Maſter will be here to-Day, and I will demand Juſtice 
of him —-— I will demand Two Huadred and Seventy _ 


and Four Hundred and Twenty Nine on the Soles of his 


| 8 „ to my Commands? 


not the matter of the Pain, Sir, nor the being out of the 
hard thing to be forced to marry a Man one don't 
| ike. | 

my Paternal Authority. 


cauſe you like ſomebody elſe; — you have ſer | 
Heart upon ſome of thoſe vain frothy young —— 


eall'd Beaux. 


| you gelen 9 ji your a I | 


The BIT E R. : if | 


| Grum. Yauſt mak ſuch a Raut and a Hurly-burly, an 


yau ſt no ſtay till young Maiſter come here 
I'fe pay for't aut of my awn Pocket, 


here bauy another. (offering Money. 
Here's a Raut with a Railazu and a Zu, with a Fox. . 
L Aſde. 
Sir Ti im. Monſter of a Fellow! ——— Take him away | 


Confine him in the loweſt Part of 
Ain with bim. 


the Edifice, evn in the Cellar- 


1 
¶ Exeun: Servants with Grumble: 


odd Blows on his Belly, Three Hundred on his Breech, - 


Feet. — Well, Miſtreſs, have you diſpos d your ſelf in- 
continently to marry the Mandarin . Pinch e 


Ang. To morrow, Sir? to-morrow? s very ſoon. „ 
Sir Tim, By the Majeſty of Pekin, an you mutter, HoC: 
iy, I'll have you marry'd to-night, and then you'll be out =... 
our Pain by to-morrow. 
Ang. Pain, Sir? — 


— Upon my Word, Sir, tis 
Pain, that I ftand upon; but upon my Word, tis a ve- 


Sir Tim. Mofl provoking impertinence! — — ove 
diſlike a Man before the ſees him, only in Oppotirion to 
No, Huſſy, 1 know the 
true Reaſon ——— *tis not that you diſlike him, but be- 


of that imperial, but abominably vicious City of London, : 


Ang. Upon my Word, Sir. 18 


2 * im 2 


. 1 5 
Sect, which they call the Biters, thoſe Sons of the Ser- 
_ "that inbabit in the Houſe of Smoak.— By the 
;reat Lama, I bad as ſoon ſee you married to the Giant 

Tanſu, who inhabits in the prodigious Mountains of Tar- 


zary, and eats an hundred and fifty Virgins every Day in 


the Week, but Fridays and Saturdays, and then he lives 
upon old Women, as good Catholicks do upon Stock- 
fiſh, by way of Mortification. 
Ang. Well, Sir, you may do what you pleaſe with me, 
but e ſure you ſhall never make me forget poor Mr. 
Friendly. 

- "Sir Tim, Ah ha . Said 1 not ſo ? Does it go 
| there? 2 | 
Ang. For bis Eſtste, *tis as 9 as your Mandarin 
Pinch's; and. for his Perſonal Qualifications, Pm ſure 1 
know em too well not to yindicate em againſt any Man- 
Aarin in Chriſtendom, — I don't know why. 1 ſhould 
not pluck up a Spirit, and tell 1 old Chineſe: Father of 
mine his own. - [ Aſide. 
Sir Tim, Why hearken to me, my Daughter; (1 will 


reaſon with her) thou haſt been bred up like a virtuous | 


and a ſober Maiden, and would'ft. thou take the Part of a 
profane Wretch, who fold his Stock out of the Old Eaft- 
India Company, and ſhow'd his ſcurrilous Wit in making 


a Jeſt of the worſhipful Traders? A ſcurvy, idle Vain of 


A wicked Varlet!» 
Ang. Well, Sir, if he took his Stock out of one Fund 
| ot. he was weary of, he'll put it into another that he likes 
er; and that's what all the young F clows about Town 
do, that underſtand Zus neſs. | 
Sir Tims, A wicked, wicked Wretch! - — aces He 
might have put into the New. then, if he did not © like the 
Old, —-- but to be of neither? ———— Talk no 
more of him ———— thou wilt put me into a Chafe, 
and it will be the worſe for thee, ———— A nau ghty 
ill-principled young Man, to be of neither Ef 2 
bn. Con | : 


=: & „ 
2 : Ge 


ng Ang. : 
* 
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e Well but dear, dear Father, will you make 
me marry this ſcurvy Fellow I never faw? 


Sir Tims, This is immoderately yexatious! . - In 
good truth I am refolved. 5 
- Why then ſo am I, and ler 


Ang. Are you? 
the Mandarin look to't. 
Sir Im. What x prodigious —_ is the Education of | 
an Enyliſh Damſel! 


Ang. [ Aſide. ] How fantaſtical is the Difference between 
au old Fellow's Judgment; and a young Weneh's' Ineli- 


nations! —————Od! I have a good Mind 1 
Out. 
To Sir Tirn. ] I muſk marry bim theny you ſay?” 

Sir Tim. Poſitively: e 


Ang. Well, 1 ſhall make — 


Sir Tim. A good Wife, I hope, Gentlewoman, 

Ang, No >——— but what's all one, ſuch a ſcurvy 
abominable, whimſical; coxcomical; miſerable, oddiſh, ex- 
emplary kind of a Husband*of him, that the moſt potent 
Cham of Turtary, that you us'd to tell us of fo, ſhan't 
ſhow his Fellow among all the merry Men in his Coun- 
try and ſo I am reſolv'd III tell him the firſt time | 


I ſee him. | 

| - FER Angelica, 
Sir Tim. well! NOR I this is'a moſt 

Alagicious Age . nothing but Diſobedience, Im- 


pudence, Debauchery, Biting, and all kind of Wickedneſs 
but no matter; _—1 will comfort my ſelf after the 
manner of the ſage Philoſopher Hebung, who liv'd Fif- 
teen Thouſand ' Seven Hundred and Fourteen Years'Two 
Months and Three Days ago, and let the World rub 
I will ſend forthwith to my Correſpondent at 
Canton for a new Pagode . I will marry oy 
Daughter to the young Man I have provided for | 
and after that I will incontinently eſpouſe the 


moſt amiable Mariana, and engender a Male Off-ſprings 


who ſhall drink norhing but the Divine Liquor Tea, and = 
eat nothing but Orieital 2 and be brought up _ 
3 


the Inſtitutions of the moſt PRO Confucine — 
And I will moreover in the mean time divert the melan- 
cholly Faculties of my Mind in beholding the Diverfions 
of — numerical Croydon Fair —— —— I will behold 


the moſt noble Exerciſe of Dancing on the Ropes 
I have beheld it with Delight in the flouriſhing. Empire of 


China, | will behold it here again.. But lo! here 


are of the Frequenters of this Place — ——- they ſeem Li- 
, or Men of Rank T will ee them ac- 


Fs im to the manner of the moſt glorious and wile n 


of Peking. ets 
7 X Enter Pinch, pe Scribbleſcrabhle. © 
Sir Timothy ſalutes? em after the Chineſe manner, 


Pinch, Come along, my little pi Rs | | 


we ſhall find the Ladies ſomewhere hereabouts — 


Hey! Who have we here! What, are you the Man with | 


”_w; Wax- works? 
Scrib. By Fe- Fe- 3 Sir Timuthy Tallapoy.. [ Alle. 


Sir Tim, Young Gentleman, may the Garcea of your 


Graces be ever ieee a 15 abet not in 


Wax- works. 885 
Pinch. What then, the Vigo pute? 8 
Sir Tim. I am ignorant of your 3 


Scrib. Huſnt! Squire, Squire Pinch ! . [ All 9 


Pinch. Oh ho! What, you're the Man that bought the 
| "right Italian Fairy that was born at Hampſtead? _ — 
Sir Iim. I am a Mandarin of this Vene and 
delight in a new Manſon. Fo 
FCerib. A Wo- Word v ye. CA. 5 to Pinch. 
Pinch. Oh Pox!- that's juſt at TTY Town's | End, with 
| Bottl'd Ale end Collard beef over xs Door; the Suſſex 


Houſe. . 3 
Scrib. Are you me me. mad ——— Come away, I 
tell you this is a poor unfortunate Gentleman 


we aff craz — He Was Mace-bearer .to the Lord 
Chancellor of Muaſcaw, and was turu'd. out of his Place 


for ene more Wit 8 Fol eee poor 
ws . mh IS 3 TT Man, 7 
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Man, happened not to be dull enough to be in with ber | 


Miniftry, loſt his Place, hurt his Head, poor Man? 
Pinch. Very ſtrange, Faith! Odd, I'll bite him 
I never bit a Mad-man in my Life. - 
© Scrib. Poo, poo! — Come away. 
- Pinch. By the ſolemn Powers l will — oa Ger- 
tleman. your Servant. 
Sir Im. Moſt flouriſhing Youth, I . your 


Arrival at the Village of Croydon Came 10 rom | 


- the Imperial City of London? 
_ + Pinch, Ves, yes, we came from London. 

Sir Im. And do the moſt ingenious Imparters of No- 
velty afford any thing that is new? _ 

Pinch. There's comical News, Faith, in the Fling Po 


e 


c the Rebels in Hung 
Sir Ir. Sir, ſhall I tell you? lam not concern 4 8 


any Tranſactions which are or may be in the Vet- Indies. 


— —— Sir, you are a Stranger to me, but I deal plainly 
with you, I am no Friend to any thing in the Veſt and 
m poſitively reſolo d, Sir, never to have any thing to do 


with Weſtminſter, Weſt-cheſter, Miſt Smithfield, or the Weſt- 


Indies, No, Sir, the Eat, I think, is more properly the 
Zoncern of every good and honett Man. —— You 
take my Meaning, Sir; and if you have any thing from 


the Eaſt- Indies, ſo, Sir, for to tell you my Mind freely, I 


Jon't think there is a good moral Man on this 2 . 
Lape of Good. hope. . 


Scrib. By Fe-Fe-Fericho, that's much! 


Sir Tim. Always excepting ſome of the weorhiphaT Tras 
ders to the aforeſaid Eaft- Indies. 


Pinch. Why, Sir, both the Companies are concern'd i in 
the Project, and are to furniſh 


Sir Tim. Sir, let me tell you, e Wea a wile and a pro 


3 


Pinch, Bite ! ie! my Dear: 
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It's given out and ru mour d, that ſeveral great 
Mien, and Beglerbegs in the Weſt- Indies, have declar'd for : 
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Sir Nm. How, Sir? why? where? what? meaniog 
5 whom? [I staring. 
Pinch, What ? why Bite, Old Gentleman, that's. al, 7 


Bite! 


Scrib. Good hek! how he looks! de de dear Squire, 
come away. 
Sir Im. Tis all falſe! 'tis impoſſible! "is not in Nas 
ture! Sir, you're a Son of a Birch. — Sir, I am a Man- 
darin of the Tribunal of Juſtice —— T am a Trader 
to the moſt excellent Oriental Countries I never 
was bit in my Life, nor ever will be bit, that's more, by 
the Majeſty of Peking. | 
Scrib. Dear Squire, bere a Care, that's a very hard Stick 
in his Hand. 
Pinch. Let me alone, you: fhall ſee Pll fun him | 
Il fun him, I warrant you. Come old Gentleman, 
[ To Sir Timothy, ] no Harm, only. a little Merriment 
— 1 1 Bite, and | ae a Bite bite me 


again. | 
Sir Tim. 1 would as ſoon commit Felony or Treaſon- 

Il thank a good-Conſcience, and a virtuous Educa- 
tion, I am none of thoſe: Go, Sir, whoever you are, 
you're an idle young Man —— and your Parents — But 
I-fay no more! I would not have any Child of mine come 
near you. for oh Dear 


[ Lifting up 15 Handi. 
Pinch. This is fooliſh enough, faith! this old Fellow is 


very helliſh and uery ſtupid — — What an 1 warrant you 


you take us Biters to be ſad Dogs? 
Sir Tim. By the Majefly of Peking, and ſo I do—Trake 
0 to be worſe than Popery, Slavery, Presbitery, Rebel- 
Plague, Fire, Famine, and a ſtanding Army to boot. 
bat a Condition is this poor Nation in! What 
with Plotters in one Plaee, and Biters in 5 _ 9 87 
no Body's hang'd for either. | 
Pinch. What ſtrange Enemies theſe old Fools are to us 
Wits! —— Well! *cis a wonderful thing in Nature, but 


ES 0 85 is ſuch a 9 as ON ROO and Antipathy. 


Sir 


Te: Br itn 1 


Sir Iim. I have, I thank my Stars, ſeen Governments 
where Immoralities of this kind were Death, Death by the | 
Law. There are Princes ! - 'The King of Tunquin, 
and Emperor of Fapan, and the Serene Cham! I would 
fain ſee a Man pretend to bite in their Courts. 

Finch, Say you me ſo? Od! would I were well there 

I and a Knot of Wags that I know. 

Sir Tim. And what would'ſt thou do before their glo- | 
rious Thrones —— why they'd hang thee, an thee uPs 
thou wretched Puppy! = 

pich. Wou'd they ſo, old Boy! Come, ml tell thee 

What, that's fair,. Ill hold thee an even Wager that I 

bite the Cham of Tartary, his Royal Relations, his (moſt 

Honourable Privy Council, and all his Miniſters, from his 

Lord- Keeper to his Corn-cutter, within the Space of one 

Year and Six Months from the Day of the Pate of n | 

Preſents, _ 

Sir Nm. What, his preſent Majeſty'? | 

- Pinch. Yeavenly. 

Sir Tim. The Cham that now Rs ij 
Pinch. Cham or Keyſar, all one to Peter, ifaith. 
Sir Tim. You lie, and you're a Raſcal. | 
| | ¶ Beating him rand the iden | 

Pinch. pſpaw! nay ! pooh! what's this for? what 
I ſuppoſe if a Man oy Scot and Lot ——— pray, Sir: 
. hold, Sir. | | 
dir l bite you, you Dog! Bite, qveths !- And 

are you a Biter too, Sirrah? Lv Scribbleſcrabble. 

Scrib. No, no, no, as I hope to e I am a civil 
peaceable Man, and a City Solicitor. 

Sir Tim. I ſhall put - in mind once more of his Ma- | 
jeſty of China. 7 | Beating him again, 

Pinch. *Tis very well! very well indeed! It a Man may 
not be a little harmleſly witty - 2 Mr. W 
| e help! Murder! help! | 

Enter Clerimont, hei mt | . 

Cle. How! Mr. Pinch ſuffering . e my Unkle! Gs + 
Pray Sir, hold your 1 9 5 7 
B 4 Sk Sir Tim 5 


/ 


* 


32 nr 
Sir Tim. Art thou there, Varlet! thou Enemy to Eaſt 
£ _ Companies! thou Villian thou! | 
' ,.: Cler. Pray, Sir, be pacify'd. 
Sir Tim, Sirrah! I will never be pacify'd--— I ol 
| this _ one of thy wicked Companions — but Il be 
reveng'd of you all ——1 will ſo.—— Bite the Cham of 
Tartary 1 Exit Sir Tim. 
Scrib. Mr. Clerimont, have has back a dreadful Ca-Ca- 
Cataſtrophe; bur harkye, the Squire and. ih Unkle didn't 
know ore another | 
- Cler. That was lucky indeed! Enough! 5 3 de. 
What unlucky Accident was this! Well I profeſs I am ve- 
ry ſorry for it. O he's a mad old Fellow I wiſh he 
han't hurt your Ingeruity -— I ſwear he has batter'd the 
Outſide of it moſt abominably. _ 
Pinch. He has broke all my Head here, only for a Word 
FA king. [Ha crying. 
A2 hope to live, I meant no more Harm! —— And he 
has all Blooded my Neckcloth bere — I don't n what . 
to do, not J. | 
Sscrib. The Squire wou'dn'r be added, he wou'd bite 
him, and ſo the Me- Matter happen' d. : 
Cler. See, here are the Ladies — Come; Courage— twyas 
2 Misfortune your Wit brought upon you, and ſo the bet- 
ter to be endur c. 5 
Bunter Friendly 7. Mariana, and Srale. | 
' Pinch. Id ha- given a Hundred Pounds out of my Poc- 
ker, this ſcurvy Bus'neſs hadn't happen d. 
Mar. What, d'ye turn away from me? Unkind Mr. Pinch! 
Pinch. A little out of Order, Madam, that's ul 
Cler. Oh, he has had a Misfortune. - 7 
Mar. You fright me to Death! The Matter? | 
— ee a Rencounter, a Drubbing or ſo! Hark Ii | 
5 Dear Mr. Scribbleſerabble, look in my Face —— 5 
How do I look? fſadiy! ha! 
Scrib. Truly that Blow upon your Forehead has diſcom- | 
12 your Phiſiognomy 8 \ | | 
F. What, ruful! N Es, Scrib. 
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Ferib. But lep afide here, and we'll get ſome | Water 81 
a Patch, and furbiſh up your Countenance again as well 
a5 ever, 
Pinch Will you be fo kind? T ſhall acknowledge the Fa- 


vour the longeſt Day I have to live. | 
. [ Exeunt Pinch and Scribbleſcrabble. 


Mar, Thus it happens, berween too much Wit and too 
little Va our. 

Friend. The poor Corps indeed has a damn'd time on't 
that's march'd with a pert Underſtanding, and frequently 
ſuffers for k ceping bad Company. 

Stale. Well, for my Part I have deduc'd it from a long 
Concatenation of Obſervations, that nothing bur ſuch ex- 
travagant Accidents attend upon the Converſations of thoſe 
Impertinents they call Wits, — Mr. Friendly, I will beg 

one thing of you not that I pretend to any Influence; 
but People in my Circumſtances do commonly ask one | 
thing my Circumſtances! Eh! Mon Canr! what In- 
diſeretion! my Dear, you'll Pardon me?? 

Mar. Oh dear Madam, why this Reſerve among Friends? 

Fou know Mr. Clerimont and Tare of your Party. Come, 

dit with your Requeſt. All you Lovers have ſome little | 
* Requeſt or other to make before Martrimony. 

es, yes, — as not to chew Tobacco, to ſhift in 

3 own Dreſſing: Room - — to have a Convenience a- 


, ON ———— 


Fu O filthy! Oubominable! no, no, noneof theſs.- but 
whatever it be, Pll engage Mr. Friendly ſhall make SRO. 

Friend. Your moſt obedient humble Servant. 

Stale. Well, Mr. Friendly, tis only this: That for my 
Sake, you, wou d never bite any Perſon, of any Sex, Ape, 
or Condition in the World; but that, above all; you 
wou'd forbear your devoted and moſt engag d Friend and | 

Picks Forbear you, Jour Madam? the moſt reaſonable 6 

Requeſt that was ever made in the World. 

Stale. Not that I wou d have you miſunderſtand me 


peither, dear Mr, Friendl . | | 
f By : x - Triad. | 


3. The B 4 ir, Yi 
Friend. If 120 Preſumption of mine es given er 
r Occ — to think —— 1 

tale. Oh fy! no, Mr. Friendly. 
Friend. 1 do here ſolemaly ſwear 5 1 in .* 


Face of the World, that from the Day of the Date of theſe 
Preſents hs will -moſt ſincerely refrain, abſtain and for- 


23 r Piſh! why this isnt it, rhis is at what mean. : 


this isn't what I'd be at. 

Friend. From any matter or thing whatſoever that bas 
ci og in 117 — to appertain or belong to your-, 

M1 

| Ae Wis ever any thing ſo inſufferably ill natur'd? to 
miltake a poor Woman ſo aukwardly, and turn her plain 
Meaning ſo quite contrary to her Inclination. 

Cler. Bur 11 it paſſes ſo, I am miſtaken. 

Stale. Why I tell you, and tell you n. you take me . 
wrong, Mr. Friendly. - 


aAl— - 
Stale. Shoot how fooliſh this is in you, Mr. Friendly! 
this Rallery is very mal & propos, Mr. Friendly, — — — 1 
vow, if you perſiſt in it, Mr. Friendly, * ll muſs me 
extreamly angry with you. 85 | 
Mar. Dear Madam, what's the Matter? hy 
Stale. A fooliſh double entendre, my Dear. 
Mar. You're diſcompos d. 
Stale. Pm always fo with 2 > a; a 8 
entendre always diſcompoſes me, eſpecially when they will 
mean it the wrong way, in ſpigbt of all one ** to take 
it the right. 


Mar. Nay, then there's ſomething ir in it indeed - —— Mr. 5 


Clerimont, come, you muſt join with me — We'll do Mr. 
Friendly a good Office in ſpight of his Teeth ; this muſt 
come to an Ecclarcifſement, it may grow to a Quarrel elſe. 

Stale. No, my Dear, there's no fear of that, I hope 
Let me ſmell to your Hungary- Water a little, Mr. Friendly. 


Cler. K ind Creature ! What! a * was there! what a 


Smile! Irons.” 


Friend, Madam, I. woud's' t preſume to take you at | 


2 at 


ol 


» 
„* 
* 
: 
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- Friend. What Grin! like 2 wooden Cut of Saggavie: 

| fore a Jeſt-· Boo. 01 
Cler. On Hrutel -po to the Lady, eren 8 55 
Friend. Madam, you know my Forbearance was andy 

a Mark of my Reſpect. [([ Going towards Ver. 
Stale. aht You Men! ell, IIa no more why 


would you put me in this Chafe you know how it is 


with me always II warrant you my poor Head will 


ſuffer for it thistwo Days feel how it burns 


- Mar, Was there ever ſuch a nauſcous Five and Fifty 

Fondlinz l but how do Tha bur Age and 7 
may make me ſuch a Monſter? | 
Cler. Never, tis impoſſible. 


Mar, -How, Clerimont' Rn 880 
Cler. Certainly, if you live ————but ſurely the Wie 


and Tenderneſs of my Mariana can never degenerae to 

the Folly and Fondneſs of ſuch an Ideot To me 
you muſt be always as you are, thus dear, thus nn 
the conſtant Object of my Love. 


Mar. Oh, fie, fie! a marry d Man and talk of Love! to | 


his own Wife too! They'll hear you, and hugh 
at us in their turn, if you hart a care. 


Stale. But do you ſay you'll put me out of my Pain by 


to-morrow morning? Tis extreamly kind. 


Friend. I have givcn you jay! Wort, and you may des ; 


pend upon it. 
S tale. The Expedition of your Performance will le 
Fr. for every thing —. *Tis exceſſively kind. 


. Friend, Huſht, not a Word more 
rimont will find Matter of Mirth out of it, and turn our 
Happinels i into Ridicule. 7 

Mar. See here's fweet Mr. Pinch again, av gay : as if this 
Miſtap had never befallen him, and there were no _ 
WEST Inſtrument as a Cudgel in Nature. 
Enter Pinch and Scribbleſcrabble. 


Pick. Modern, fOkromhbit Hemble Sen W | 


| kind of a fooliſh Buſineſs happen'd to happen juſt now here 
a little —2 Madam, but no great matter, Madam, cis all 


Mariana and Cle. 
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little o'th biggeſt, or ſo — but elſe wonderfully. wall. 


been here 
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Mar. I am very glad to ſee you look ſo well after it— 


I ſwear I think you re — that Patch has 
given a moſt agreeable turn to his Face—— — Von 
Opinion, Gentlemen. 

Cler. The Patch does its Part, upon my Word- 


Friend. And are you as ſound within as without, Sir P., 
Pinch. Oh to all Intents and 


Friend. And d'ye think you coul bite as well as _ . | 


Pinch. Ask my little Scribbleſerabble elſe Didn't I 
bite your Couſin, as ſhe was dreſſing my N ; 
Serib. None of my Couſin, Squire. | 
Pinch. Nay, nay, ſhe call'd you Couſin; a fat wk 


Gentle woman hard by here, at the Sign of he Adam and 
Eve, that ſells * and Black- puddings. 8 
Scrib. She's none of my Couſin, ſhe's only my Dolls . 


Couſin; . 


- Serib. She's none of my Couſin. [ 4ngrily. 
Mar. Ridiculous, we ſhall have em n quarrel 1 | 
Cler. Come, come, no matter whoſe Couſin ſhe is. 


Friend. You bit her, you ſay ? 
Pinch Bit her! ay marry did. — and 'X I ſhou'd have 

ſery'd all her Family, and all her Generation, if they had 

What, han'c I been at Muſcow, Iſa- 


phan, Babylon, and fo forth? Knock him down! 

Serib. What did he ſay ſhe was my Couſin for? 
. C Grumbling. 
Aer. To. ſet aſide this fooliſh Diſpute, pray. ſhew me 


the biting Song. which you ſaid was ſer to Muſick. 


Pinch. Here it is, and it is in the Nature of a Dialogue, 


and if your Lady ſnip will do me the Honour to bear a 
Bob with me, as I may fo fay, w 
| 1 the Company. 


ell Eee it before 


Mar. To oblige © you, Sir, I'll do my beſt. 


inch. Why the Woman's a pood Woman —— What, ” 
are you aſham'd of your Kindred? - | 


4 Dialogue, 


Iris 


Ch 
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4 Dialogue. 


Thyrſis. KIs, 1 long, in vain, : 
„ Been your Slave, 2 wore your CE; 5 
I, but juſt I ſhou'd complain. . * 98 

Since you uſe me like a og. 


Iris. Bab d Lovers are but few; FE 
. Cos d I truſt, I wou d truſt you: 
Op all your Sex I am afraid. 

And therefore vom to die a OW 


Tn, Die a Maid! So young, fo pretty! 
FI be true, by all that's N 
Die a Maid! Fll ſwear tis pity. 


Iris. Bite ! - Thyrſis,. did you think I wou d 


But ſince you will be mine alone, 
Here We the Book and ſwear : 
Ihe 11 0 e uy make us one. 


| Chorus, Bite! Th yrſis, nom I think alÞs fair, 
And well we may agree, 
Since thus we love upon the Squares 
And Biters Both 4 are we. 


: Cle. Rarely performs; upon my word — Pinch 
Das his Gifts —— what ſay you, Mr. Scribbleſerabble "ins 
Scrib. Mighty well indeed, Sir, — the Squire is a fine 
Gentleman, that's the truth on't— but let him be neyer 

well vers d in the Arts and Sciences, he ought not to 
reflect 18 the * of M Seribbleſeranbier N 
Cle; 


n. Bivnk 


Cler. Oh no more of that — 
Scrib. What if I did marry Mrs. Bau ne the 
Paſtry-Cook's Daughter, I didn't marry all her Scoundrel 
Conſanguinity, I hope; no, I diſdain * em, I make her 
and them to know themſelves, I keep em under, I — 

Enter Bandileer drank, and Mrs. Scribbleſcrabble.- 

Mrs. Scrib. Nay, dear Couſin Barnaby, where wou'd you 
| haul one Pl ſwear I have eat ſo much Gooſe, and 
drank ſo much Sack, that I am almoſt in a Quandary _— 
Hiccup — good lack! now I have got the Hiccoks; 5 well, | 
I won't drink. a drop more, profeſs now. | 

Band. Look ye, take no care of that, I'll carry you to 
a Friend of mine, d'ye ſce, and there we'll have a Cup of 
rare Funiper, cure your Hiccup, I warrant you = 
Nothing but a cold Stomach, Couſin. 
Stale. In the Name of Aſtoniſhment, what may theſe 


be, Child? 
Mar, Ha! as live, Mrs. Dorothy Seribbleſerabble i in her 


- own proper Perſon. | 
Stale. What, not our little Man of Law's Conſort > © 


Mar. The very ſelf. ſame, as I'm virtuous · ſhe's 
half bouſie too oh rueful! = 
Band. Dear Couſin, let me buſs Jou — . you 

mighti y. [Kiſs her. 


Mrs. Scrib. Oh gemini! — Hiccup — —— What makes 
you ſo rude Hiccup — don't ye fee all the Gentry 
here for ſhame—— Hiccup ———— If our little Simon 
ſhould hear of this now Hiccup. 
Scrib, Ha! how! mercy upon me! what's this I ſee! 
[ [ Turning about, and ſeeing his Wife, 
Mar. Now for the Denouement of the Piece. 
Mrs. Scrib. Oh law! —— I am remated and undone — | 
Mie in my own Husband, | 
Serib. 1s your Name Dorothy? ba! = — - Anſwer me that: 
Mrs. Fcrib. Yes Hiccup. 
Scrib. What is the reaſon that you ie at nought my Su 
7 periority and Authority, and d-de-dareto come hither with- 


- out N leave? Anſwer me 8 Come! what fay 
LT Mrs, Scrib. 


r r 


Jof your Boſom! 


5 5 The Bu 1 K* A* 
Vs. Scrib. Nay, dear Simmy, don't be eogry-.2 L 8 


came to —— Hiccup — bear my Couſin Bandileer Com- 
pany I wou'dn't, tor all the Vati World, have come; 


Hiccup — but har you know I love Sack Hicoup, | 


——— and Walnuts mightily —— Hiccup, 
Scrib. Cuc · cu Coulin me no Coulin. —— Who am 12 
Anſwer me quickly — who am I? hat 
Band. Look YE. " ſtand by my Couſin, She's my own 
Couſin, tho | am but a private Gentleman Soldier, whereof 


what argues that — my Names Barnaby Bandileer, , 
'Mrs.Serib, Well, well, I know who youare well enough. 3 


you are my Hony = Hiccup — bur tis very 

hard if one muſt not —— — Hiccup or go a little abroad 

with a Hicoup —— Relation, or {o—— Hiccup. 
Scrib. Go ! you're a Quean. 


Mar. Oh fie, Mr, Ls Bott ! what! this to the Wife 


wer, You're a Carrion! } Pas 
will enſue. 


[ To Mariana. 


man to be inſulted before our Faces —— Sure any Two of 
our Gender are ſufficient, or of the Vinum as EI 8 
to keep a Husband in Order.. | 

Mrs. Scrib. Ah dear Ladies, tis your Hiecup — 


Goodneſs — but tis an unknown thing, the Life that E 


Hiccup . lead with him every Day, 
Mar. Look ye if ſhe doesn't weep, poor tender _ 


Creature! —— Come, for my ſake, you mult not make a 


Swi of 1 it What? twas but an innocent Fr ro- 
ick. 


8 
I 454 
4 
3 
= 
4 


'm-enrag'd! and Chaſtifernent 


\ Srale. How? y you little Brutal — Dear, my 
Dear, 
for the Honour of the Sex let as never ſuffer the poor Wo- 


Serib. Hal I don't love „eee x Ts 


Mrs. 'Scrib, Simmy, dear Simmy. don't toſs and fig and 
—— Hiccup 
break my Heart H 


Scrib. 0 thou fe- ff fe. FE falſe N Elope, be: 


ee to your Gallant, go ·— 


* * 


Mrs. Serib. 


* 
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me? 
Friends. 


Sir ie 


"Mrs Serib. Oblaw! ee this is very bitter 

H . [ Sobbing aud Crying. 

1 1 have had "RI Children, beſides Four Miſcarriages, and || | 
very hard Times of em all, by him, and to be us'd thus | 


this is very hard. 
Band. Look ye, Gentlemen, I don- t well know what 


to make of all this. I am amaz d, or fo, tis tru.— 
but ſhe's my own Couſin 1 lodge in Vine gar Tard 


eee Body knows me Ionly came for the Di- 
verſion of an Interlude, or o — Do you 1 x2 thing 
of this matter, Sir? [ To Pinch. 

_ Pinch. Fooliſh enough, Faith! — why really I 


| don't know what to ſay to theſe odd Lind of Circumſtan- 
Ces; but pray may I crave your Name, Sir? | 


Band. Sir, my Name's Barnaby. 

Pinch. Your Chriſten Name, I mean. | 

Band. Oh Sir, your Servant, Sir; abe As. 

Pinch. What, is Bandileer your Chriſten Name? 

Band. Sir, I don't know what you mean; but Tm | balf 
Seas over 


- Pinch, Very merry upon my Word, ( Mr. Bandilee? 8 


5 woful drunk) L Afede. 
Oh you're very . you ye. 22212 wet your Lips | * 
to Day. 
| | Band. Say you fo, Sir? 
Pinch. Bite. 


— How's that, Sir? Hey Gay! hi: d'ye get bebind 
Look ye, e . J ner your to be wy 


Pinch. NG kitty down. 
Band. U on Sir! Dam ye, Sir, that won't paſs neither, 
Friend. Oh no har, no harm, good Mr. Bandileer— 


you muſt not be angry The Gentleman means only 
| Merriment on — Hes an arch Wag, if you did but 


"Band. * 7 Gendemen, if that be all, the Gentle- 


L Standing behind Band. and e 4 very great No 15 | 


| you ſweat like any Bull- 2 


|  Scrib. Aa! ——— did 1 think you wou'd he? ſerv'd me 


good mind to ſend you home to the Family of the Pati- 


this impertinent Audience firft, that we may rehearſe in 


ver? | 


we ſhall hardly find him of any further Conſequence. 


| What ſhail we do with my dear Friend Stale z 4; 


to tip off with the firſt Opportunity, and leave the reſt to 
my Management. LE 


ter him? 


-  Clev, I muſt confeſs, running away is not the belt 


n 41 
man is a Stranger to me, and perhaps I may be a Stranger 
to him; but however Ill venture a Teſter or two at All- 
Fours with him, if. he's fo far forth diſpos d. | 

Mrs. Scrib. Look, if you. han't chaft up and down till 


dear ſour frowzy Face with your own Doll's Handker- 
chief ——— Hiccup | 


ſo! — Go 


you're a hiccupping Beaſt I've 2 


pans, I have fo, you en-n-n-enormous Cockatrice. _ 
Band. Look ye, I brought my Couſin out I took 

her up, as they ſay, and ſo, d'ye ſee, Ill ſet her down 
mw. 3 5 

Cler. Theſe Fools begin to be troubleſom, we muſt 


get rid of em. — Ha! here's Clever too come 
with Intelligence from my Unkle. | 


ER „ Enter Mrs. Clever. x $73 4 
I ſee there's Succeſs in your Face, I dare ſwear the Deſign 
thrives. | | e 
Cilev. Admirably ——— the Plot is juſt as that in a 
Critick's Play, the Parts are all ready, and we are to begin 
within this half Hour; but I hold it convenient to diſperſe 


prieſts... < | ; . 
Mar. Vou have no farther Occaſion for my biting Lo: 


Clev. He may diſpoſe of his Perſon how he pleaſes — 


Mar. Vil pin him to Madam Scribbleſerabbls and ber 
bouzy Gallant, and turn em adrift together. But 


Clev. Let me alone with her. Engage Mr. Friendly 


1 [ To Clerimont. 
_ Cler. You won't be ſo unmerciful to turn her looſe a- 


Proof 
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do Ay. and the Nymph to purſue. — 


e. 


treamly by this piece of Service. [ To Pinch aſide. 
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Conſequence to look after for me here in Town, and 
_ this unfortunate Affair of his Wife does ſo exaſperate his 
Choler, that he'll not think of it *rill we get her out of 
the way. 

| "Pinch, Where ſhall I attend your Ladyſhip? 

Mar. Any where here in the Town. | 

Pinch. At the Greyhound? 

Mar. As proper as any, where wel] be all with you im- 
1 and divert our ſelves at the Expence of the Fa- 
mily of the Scribbleſerabbles, 

Piinch. We'll laugh irmoderately — Does your __ 
7 ſhip know what Fun is? 

Mar. No but it's no matter for that. 

Pineh. No, as you fay, Madam, it's no matter for that; 
dat FI ſnew you ſuch Sport, ſuch Fun, — Vll bite Mr. 
Bandileer. Look ye, Mr. Scribbleſcrabble, we'll have no 

more Words of this matter, your Lady is a virtuous Per- 

"fon, and a good Wife, ſhe has born you many 188 5k 

but we have all our Failings. 

Serib. Ah! name her not, dear Squire | 
| Mar. Mr. Seribbleſerabble, let me adviſe you in this Ad- 
venture 1 bave engaged Mr. Pinch to ſerve you in 
| [ To Scribbleſcrabble aſide. 
- You may truſt your Wife with him, and all will be well. 

© Serib. Ah de- de dear Madam, the Squire's a Gentleman 
Sk it wou'dn't grieve one to truſt ones Wife with 

A Gentleman. 


- 
* 
—— 


1 


. 


em . 7. 


. 
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Ao vs ; ; ; | : Ex Serib, 


Proof a young Fellow can give of his Courage; but for 
the preſent Occaſion tell him *tis neceſſary for the Swain | 


Let him leave Word with his Man where we may hear of 
May, Well, I vow, Mr. Pinch, you'll engage me ex- | 


This little impertinent Lawyer has a Bus'neis of | 


| Kay, They're but jo poing hard by, we'll follow 


1 B n wh mm 


$crib, Squire, dear Squire, have an Eye to Be- Be-Bee. 


9 0 Bandileer : My Heart miſgives me plaguily. 


. [ 4ſede to Pinch? | 
- Pinch. Bite! D'ye think I don't know what to do? 


| Trouble not your ſelf. — Mr. Bandileer's very much in 
| Drink —— but no matter for that, he'll bite ſo much the 
| Hum ——hum — You were a bing. Sir {8 Bundle, 


your Name was Barnaby. | 
Band. Yes, Sir; no Offence, I hope. J 
Pinch. Oh none at all, ſo much the W I love Bars 
| 
wy 


vaby of all Names, I was born on a Barnaby- bright in the 


Morning, I have ſcen you ſomewhere or other for cer 


tain. 

Band. I uſe the Cas and Fiddle, moſt an End, Sir. 
Pinch. In Drury-Lane? Ay there it was, if I am not 
miphtily miſtaken, I have bit a Corporal that belonged to 
1 N Company, a very merry Fellow, 955 1 vo forget 

s Name. 

Band. Kit Cunnyborrow belike. - | 

Pinch. The very ſame. Look ye, you and I, Skins, 
Hark ye, Madam, [ 1 Mrs. Scribbleſcrabble. 
You and I, and your Couſin here, well ſteal off, and have 
one healing Quart of Walnuts and Sack at the Greyhound. 

92 5 [ whilſt Clever entertams my Lady Stale, Friende | 
i e ß 
| Band T muſt needs ſay you'r re a very civil Gentleman; 
Sir, and if you'll ſo far demeanor your ſelf, Sir, — Look | 
ye, Sir, if my Couſin be willing ———— came with | 
my Couſin, Sir, and III go with my Couſin, Sir, I II ſtand 
and fall with my Couſin, Sir. 

Mrs. Scrib. V'm ſure you behave your ſelf fo like a Gens 
tleman, that hiccup———But if my Simon ſhould 


uke a new Vagary —— oh dear hiccup —— 


Pinch. Oh never fear that —— The Ladies have.unders 


| taken to bambouzle him —— they'll make him know his 
| Duty, and beg your Pardon —— now! -— now take your 
we . 8 care of your Couſin, Mr. Bandileers 


Mrs. Scrib. 


1 The Brinn 
= Mrs. Scrib; Oh dear, my Hiccocks is very bad. © 
Band. Look ye, Fl ſtand and fall, that's my Word. 
; [ Exeunt Pinch, Bandileer, and Mrs. Seribble, | 
Serib. How ! ba! what! Gone _ — — re 55 
r 


Mar. Huſht! be quiet, come hither.” | 
8. Squire, dear Squire, have a care of Be- Be- Bar. 


Did? t I tell you this was the only way t to get 
rid of your Wife's Relation? | 
Scrib. 1 acquieſce, Madam, I acquieſce, | 
. _ - Clev. Have a little Patience, Madam, and Tl] ſet every 
thing in Order. [ Adjuſting Lady Stale's Head, || . 
1 ne your Ladyſhip uſes to be the niceſt Creature in | 
the World in theſe Matters. ln the Name of 
Wonder, who cou d it be that dreſs'd you to- Daß? 
Stale. Oh ] cou'dn't bear any aukward Body's Fiſts as þ 
bout me ] can't tolerate any thing but my own Wo- 


man. don't you know my Woman! 


Clev. Oh dear, yes, Madam, Mrs. Fiddufaddle. OY, 

| »>Srale.”* Tis the carefulleſt Creature; ſhe has liv'd with 

me ever ſince the Reſtoration, and never adminifter'd a 
ws thing to me, or fuck Aa Pin amiſs, in all the 


-  Clev, The Reftoration! That's a long time indeed 
Your Lady ſhip's Maid-Seryants believe are much more 


cCionſtant than your Men. 


Stale. The Reſtoration did 1 u: > the Reſtoration? My 
Memory! what-a Thing is my Memory! 1 meant our 
Other Publick Buſineſs that bas e bene, | 

Clev. The Revolution? 

Stale. Ay, that, that, — T' 1 take ſo little Notice 
of your publick News! — But, as I was ſaying; 
1 the heedfulleſt Perſon i in any ching that relates to wy 

erſon. 

; Clev. 1 wonder ſhe ſhould put fo little Poder i in your 
Hair; I ſwear one might ſee it Ioo k quite grey. 
indeed: * was a Fault in Mrs, Fiddle; nddle. | 


3 "State | 


| Company by your Order. 


„ WaBrram at 


| Srale, Huſht! dear Clever, I wou'dn't have Friendly | | 


hear you for all the World. 


Cle. Oh no danger. „ | „ 
| - Szale. Not but that mine was a meer Mis fortune 
The Iriſß Fright at that fame Revolution put me inte 

Fits, and frighted my poor Hair grey all o the ſudden, 
Beſides, Mariana here knows my Relations, we 


are all grey Ten Years ſooner than other People. I come 


| of a grey Family; don't I, my Dear? but then I wou'd 

not have Mr. Friendly for many Reaſons think me in 
| Years, I know he deligns having an Heir to his Family, 

Mar. But dear Madam, why do you put your ſelf 


J * 
4 I 


in pain for his hearing us? 1 thought be had left the 
Stale, How left! whom, Child? What, is Mr. Friendly 


S 8 „ 
Cleu. Gone! Didn't you fee him? Tl ſwear I thought 


you had put him upon that pleaſant piece of Gallantry. 


tale. Gallantry | oh perfidious!. can it be poſſible! dear: 


Clever explain your ſelf, or Fil vo. you'll put me into 
1. „ ct a2 od 

Clev. Nay indeed I thought it look'd a little odd for 
Mr. Friendly to abandon a Lady in your Ladyſhip's Cir- 
cumſtances, for a couple of the trapiſheſt Creatures I ever 
ſaw in Masks, ſo miſerably rigg d, with dy'd Linings 
and tatter d Furbelows. | „ | 


Seal. The line nafy inconſiderable Huflys! but, dear, | 


Child, tell me, did he ſeem fond? | - © - 
Mar. Very good! now for my. ſhare of the Lie. [ Aſide. 


Exceſſively loving; nay, they were but too well acquaint- _ 


ed, that's. certain I heard em call him by his 


What, my little Fenny, quo be! and imme 


Name Are not you a dear Dog, lays one of em; 


iately whipp'd 


one Arm about one, and t other about. t other, and away 

they ſcuttled together ſo familiarly I warrant you. 

Stale. Which, way are they gone?! 
Madam: but it may be nothing bot 


Mar. That way, M 
an innocent Frolick, 


+ "hy 
4 


Matters I have juſt now left your Ie. 
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Srale. A Frolick, my Dear? Ah, the Devil take ach 
Frolicks, I fay. You don't know wha a Concern I ame 
in; he has put me off, with a Pretenee of his catching - 
Misfortunes (as he calls them) by | theſe common Sluts 
theſe twenty times already ; and if he ſhould catch another 
Misfortune we cannot be married till he's- well again, and 
that will be a Month, or three Weeks at leaft ; beſides Sur- 
geons are ſo unskifful, and ſuch Knaves, and — fo fears 
ful of thoſe matters my ſelf.— —.— Wen Dear, my Dears, 


forgive me, | 15 5 

b 1 Pit Lady Srale, 
Mar. Ohh * hs thee. _ — Fla, ba, 
| hat — What a terrible Fright my cear Friend was in, 

under the Apprebenſion of a Difappointment. * 

Clev. I muſt own I have ill Nature enough to rejoice 
exceedingly at her Ladyſhip's Ve xation; ſhe has been 2 
ſtanding Incumbrance upon poor Friendly's Pleaſures for. 
theſe rwo Years, ſhe has watch'd him with as much Jes. 
louſie and Perverſeneſs as a barren Wife. 's | 
 _ Clev. And has been as uneaſy to him as a FINER Wite' 
Mother, and as provoking every way —— But let her be 
forgotten, as ſhe, ought to be, and think of your own 


Mar. Very much in Love, I hope. 9 85 
Cler. That is, juſt as much a Fool as you found kim: 
Clev. To a Title; he's ſtark mad; Love and Peking, 

that is, your Ladyſhip and the Emperor of China, have 

turn'd his Brains — He has made a Chineſe Song upon you, 
and I left him ſinging it to an Oriental Kettle- Drum, as |}. 
de calls it, Next to the great C kr Mariana, I be- 

leve I have an Intereſt in him; © FE 

Mar. I ſuppoſe you haye been promiſing largely i in my 

Name, what I am never to perform. | 

4 On. Nay that depends upon you; a alittle _— Child | 


wk And _ ſhall haye all I can ſpare. _ 
And I dare wear [One's . eee for 
tal Occaſions: ö 
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4 Cler. But I ſuppoſe you Fr with him as in che wer 


mb of Trade — what Return for all this? 
Clev. The Return an old Man uſually ene, 5 


rf} Mar. -A m—_ and wines that? 4 8 „ 
nd 1 75 i FF 


|| Cler. Very fair, I think. 
ar. Mar. Vil put him to it, [ promiſe you. 


rs. || Clev. I told him you had reſoly'd: upon parting: with : 
ſome of your Fortune to a poor Relation of yours, and 

le. that you requir'd him to join with you in that Settlement 

ha, as a mark of his Love, without further Enquiry, and chen | 


in, you would be his as far as poſſible. 

'F Cler. Well, and what Anſwer to that? | 
ce Clev. Oh he was all Rapture! conſented to it, and Gre 
| 2 immediately by half a Dozen Chineſe Saints, with deviliſh 
for hard Names, that he wiſh'd he could make your Relation 
ea- | Viceroy of Eaſtern Tartary. 


Mar. Oh my Relation ſhall thank bias L wiſh he may 1 
£2, be as fond of him, nen to reg ops a0. 


be ainted. 
un Cler. Tbat I doubt of. 


Clev. He expects you im medietely 3: 25 we go Il inflra& | 


Nr. Cierimont bow to diſpoſe of bimſelf. — Arc your 
Deeds ready? 


ng, Cler. Have you done as you were ordered i in that mat 
ter, Mr. Scribbleſcrabble ? 


ah Clev. The Deeds are ready! —— What doleful Voice 


be. {6s that? Can that be Mr, Scribbleſerabble 1 I ic poſſible the 


gay, the witty, the gallant Mr. Scribbleſerabble 7 - 
Scrib. Ah good lack! my. SDL falſe-— perhaps 


you don't know that. 


as falſe to her as ſhe can be to you tor the Lite of her 
ive her as good as ſhe brings. | 


for Mar. Nay, I told him 'rwvas: below: the Chiragter of - 


5 1 — and a Man of che Town, as he is, to 


Ney, 1 E N diſcompoſe 15 


os. Scrib. Yes, Sir, the Deeds are KY 1 r St hing: 


Clev, Falſe! is that all? A_Trifle — be fülle «pain, be 


8 
3 

} 

i 


A 
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| 


— 


| 


_ 7 Fuerte while longer. 
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diſcompoſe his Noble Soul for any thing a Wife em do 


or ſay. 


Cler. No, no, he has forgot it, or will do it in a very 
— Indifference is the Word, and 
8 may diſpoſe of her Perſon as ſhe 
thinks fit. ; „ ; f 
Scrib. Nay, I hadn't ſo much cared for it, hadn't it been 


for that Son of a Whore, that Be-Be-Barnaby Bandileer. 


Clev. Care for it! —— Nay, if you once come 


, fo care for your Wife, farewell Gallantry, . why 
| you will be Company for no Body but Haberdaſhers, || 
Tinmen, Trunk- makers, and ſuch comical kind of Peo- 


ple. FE 5 

Serib. Nay, I always had a Spirit above theſe pe- pe- 
paultry Matters too -I de- de- don't know how If 
came to marry the Jade, unleſs it were for Form ſake, or 


out of Cu- Cu · Cuſtom, as they ſay. x. 
Mar. No! — And tho you fancy you are vex'd at 


ber now, I fancy tis only for form's fake, and out of Cu- 


ftom, as you ſay come, come along with us, 
and think of the Hundred Guineas you're to get of Mr, 
Friendly, — —— Why twill buy you Claret and Mirth e- 


GGG 


[ Exeunt. 


A SONG. 
_ _ CQILLY Swain, give o'er thy woing, 


| 3 Sighting, gaxing. kiſſong, cooing, 


All is very fooliſh doing. 
„„ Me; 
All that follows after Kiſſes, 
Ihe very beſt, the Blifs Skies, 
Is as dull 4 Foy as this is. | 


III. pvel 


ry 
n 


ren 


% 


Ang. Oh dear, in what, Madam? 


nh BA „„ Us 


i II 5 
prove the Nymph, and taſte her Treaſure, | 

Tell me then, when full of Pleaſure, © © 
What dull thing thou can'ſt diſcover, _ _ 


Duller than a happy Lover. | 1 
Silly, fly Swain, give over, G. 5 
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A n SCENE 


SCENE, Sir Timothy Tallapoy's Houſe. 


Enter Angelica, Mariana, and Mrs. Clever. 


aW, Malam, don't you think my Father 


now one of the ſtrangeſt old Gentlemen 
that ever you ſaw with your Eyes? Oh gemini! I 
wou'dn't marry ſuch a ſtrange ſort of an Old Fellow for 


all the World. | 


| Clev. No, nor ſhe neither, Child, notwithſtanding all 
the violent Proteſtations of good Will ſhe made him but 
now. „ : RT. 
Mar. I ſwear I think there is ſomething very agree< 
able and entertaining in Sir Timothy's Humour. - 
Clev. Nay, indeed, all the Ill that you can ſay of him 
is, that he's an old Man, and for my part I think all 
Old Men are alike. | = | 5 


Cle. In being good for nothing. Madam. 1 55 | | 
Ang. Oh dear! I don't think fo, I fancy I could like 
ſome ſort of Old Men ey, they're ſo civil and 


= mw Bz TER 


complaiſant; and ſo neat, and ſo clean, and ſhay'd: ſo 


cloſe, I warrant ye. 
Mar. Should you like Mr. Friendly if he were Old, 


| Madam ? 
Ang. As for Mr. Friendly indeed, Madam, he's a kind 


of a perfect Stranger to me, ſo that I don't know what 


Judgment to make of his Temper or Inclinations; he 
may be a v ay good fort of a Man for ought I know, 
not but that I can't help thinking Mr. Friendly has ſome 


Humours may make a Woman very uneaſie, when the | 


— 


Clev. Not ſo abſalute + a Stranger to him as you are: Y 


(Smiling. Are not you a little Hypocrite? Hark ye; 
[Hitting her with her Fan. 


Do you intend to be marry'd to-night to a Man that FO 


are fuch an abſolute Stranger to? 
| Ang. Oh la! I wonder what makes you talk Pm 
-who could put fuch a thing into your Head? 
_ _ Clev, He that put it into yours, Friendly. 
= 5 Pl ſwear he gives himſelf a frange Liberty of 
ing. 


Mar. None but what you'll forgive bim for, I dare 


ſwear. 
Clev. He fancy'd, if be didn't tell, you wou d. 
Ang. Well, I wonder at his Confidence. 


Mar, For being before- hand with you. Really Love | 


Matters are come to be manag'd after a very fantaſtical 
manner, and all the Care is now, not who ſhall keep the 
Secret beſt, but who ſhall tell firſt. | 
Ang. Vil vow I have a good Mind not to have him, 
he's ſuch a meer blab. 
Mar. That would be all wrong, as they fi, Madam, 
to fall out with him, and be reveng'd upon your ſelf. 
Clev. Shell conſider better of it, never fear. 
Mar. Well, but dear Madam, we ere of your Party, 
and I hope you take us to be ſo much your Friends as 
to deſerve your Confidence 


n other Deſign upon Sir Zimethy, but in order to bring 


You know we have © 


| 


7 : 


this Buſineſs, between Mr. Friendly and you, to a bappy i. 
Concluſion, Ti, 5 F 
Ang. Nay, really, I muſt needs ſay I have been in- | 

finitely oblig'd to. you, dear Madam And indeed 1 

my Father is ſuch a ſtrange kind of a Man, that I dont 

care what riſque I run to get out of his Clutches. Well, 
but you know Mr. Friendly, Madam. [I Mariana. 
Mar. A little, Madam; not ſo well as you do, I fancy. 
Ang. Oh dear, yes to be ſure you do, and a great deal 
better too; but do you think he'll make a good Hus- [1 
| band? I believe he's a ſtrange wild young Fellow; realy _. | 
a Woman runs a ſtrange Hazard with theſe wild young 
I | | | - | 
Mar. All Gameſters that play deep, and puſh for a For- 
tune, run Hazards, and for my part I am always for 
riſquing with a wild Fellow rather than a tame one 
beſides, were he never ſo wild, Matrimony. will make 
him bate of his ſpeed, as they ſay that have try'd it. 
Ang. Til vow I have heard he drinks a World of Cla- 
ret. 5 = 
Clews And you fancy that will make him fo flee- 


F Ang. If I don't wonder what you can mean by that 
| — Well, Mrs. Clever, you are the maliciouſeſt Crea- 
ture, you are always a teazing one; but I am refoly'd 
Tm NOYES of you at Night, when we are a-bed to- 
Clev. A-bed together! for Shame! why you wou'dn't 
abandon your Bridegroom for me? | | | 
Ang. Nay, Mrs. Clever, you know when you lye here 
you always uſe to be my Bed-fellow, and you ſhan'c be 
put out of your Bed for any Body, I'm refoly'd you 
ſhall Iye with me, and we'll lye awake and talk all Night 
long Nay, I'm refolv'd Pl] pinch you if you won't 
lye awake and talk to me. | | 1 
Jlev. No, no, you know I'm the ſleepieſt Creature in 
the World: You had better pinch Friendly, if he 
won't lye awake, and ——talk to you. „ 
1 | 6 3 Ang. 


5 Mouth 
Oh gemini! 
N Mar. Methinks Sir Timothy flays very long didnt 


Pe: 


72 a 
Ang. Il ſwear I have a good Mind to flop your 


-I think the Woman' $ mad to talk ſo 


he promiſe to follow us immediately? 
Ang. Be's a teaching the Servants to . as they 


do before the Emperor of China. 


Mar. I wiſh he would diſpatch the Buſineſs we want 


to have done, and go on with his Tartarian Ballet after · 


wards. 
Ang. Shall I go and tell him you-veant + to ſpeak with 


him, Madam? 
Mar. If you pleaſe, Madam. 


Ang. Rell leave the Cham of . himſelf to wait 
upon you. Going. 


Dear Mrs. Clever, if you ſhould happen to ſee Mr. Friend- 


” iy, I charge you don't tell him we Coming back. 


have been talking of him We ſhall have him ſo 


vain, and in his Airs, I warrant you. 


Clev. No, no, you ſhall have the Pleaſure of betraying 


the Secret, and telling him all your ſel but * 5 


make h aſte and diſpatch your Embaſſy. 

Aug. n be here again in a Minute. To 
EE Angelica! 
Clev. Well, what think you of Mrs. Ty that is to 


Mar. She s in a moſt vindeat twitter. 


Clev. As all young Ladies of her Age are at the ap 


proach of Matrimony. 


Mar. She's ſo out of Breath, and fo merry, and ſo 


ries and ſo glad, and ſo ſmirking, and ſo ſmiling. 

Clev. And doesn't know whether ſhe goes upon her 
Head or her Heels. | 

Mar. Love! Love! my Dear! you know this Love 
is the Devil. Ha! pray look this way. [Looking out: 


is not that the moſt ſerene, and moſt amiable Mr. Pinch 


that's ED: into 155 Court? ? 


Cle, 


„% / ]⅛ 0wu . . 8 
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Clev. Tis he; there are certain fooliſh Appurtenances 
belonging to his Face and Perſon, which no one elſe can 
pretend to —— but I think we are ready for him, aad 
fo let him come as ſoon as he pleaſes. „ 
Mar. I wou'd n't have him ſee me. 0 
Cle. No, well go look upon your Oriental Lover's 
Preparations for your Entertainment. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Pinch and a Servant. 
Ser. If it ſhall ſeem agreeable to you to repoſe your 
moſt worſhipful Perſon in this Place, I will notifie your 
Arrival to Sir Timothy Tallapoy, Knight and Mandarin of 
the Seventh Order. 5 7 
Pinch, Tis very well, Friend, notifie to your Maſter 
with what haſte you can conveniently, but don't diſcom- 
poſe your ſelf, don't put your ſelf. out of Order.. 
„ DO I Exit Servant. 
Very fooliſh, Faith! If the reſt of my Father-in-Law's 
Family be of a piece with this Fellow, I ſhall have a 
good merry time ont among em to be the 
only Wit in the Family —— I don't know, it may 
be well enough *tis better biting than being 
bit, certainly ———— Who'd have thought that fly 
Devi), that Mrs. Mariana, ſhou'd have had it in her to put 
ſuch a practical Bite upon one It coſt me Two 
Hours in Time, beſide Eight and a Penny in Monies 
number'd, to ſtay for her, and ſhe never come at laſt. 
very pretty Manners truly << [ 
ſmoak ſomewhat between that ſame Clerimeont and her; 
but no matter, Bite's the Word. I ſhall be even with 
her before to-morrow Morning I believe, if Il 
play'd one, I play'd Forty Games at All- Fours and Sho- 
vel- Board with Mr. Bandilzer ————= — Poor Fellow, he 
Was bloodily in for it at laſt —_—?Tis true, indeed, 
be drank a World of Geneva —— — but his Couſin 
will take Care of him —— She's a diſcreet Woman 
truly in the main, I believe —— —— ſhe held his Head 
ſo kindly when he grew a little fickiſh — Ha! 
ha! tis he! 5 
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= Pinch as ſoon as may be, and I will then 


The BIT E R. 
| | Enter Sir Timothy Tallapoy: 

The | Chancellcr of Moſcow's mad Mace-bearer! —— 
How the Devil ſhou'd he get hither! I wou'd I were. 
well got by him — I wonder they ſuffer him to walk a= 


| bout with ſuch a Stick in his Hand. 
Sir Tim. Fit conſummate this Affair with my Son- in- lau 


J ö 
| os 


Ha! how! 
here is that wretched Puppy that goeth up and down ſeek- 
ing whom he may bite 
biting, not even a Man's own Houſe? 


between us fo lately. 
Pinch. A ſtrange Fellow this, I 315 9 what to do, 


not I — I muſt try to ſpeak him fair, I think, and ſee 


if one can mollifie him that way, for tis but a Word and 


a Blow with him, that I ſee clearly. Ide. 
Sir Tim. Now is this wicked Villain meditating a Bite, 
but by the Majeſty of Peking, I will confound the Evil 


Imagination Cer it can be brought to Perfection 
Heark to me, young Man, you are one of thoſe that 
make themſelves merry with the moſt excellent Oriental 
Nations: This Manfion was not built to receive thoſe Peo- 
ple that ſcoff at the Cham of Tarrary, 


Pinch. Oh dear Sir, far be it from me, Sir, to think it 


was, Sir; | can't think it was built with any ſuch knaviſh 


Deſign I am ſtrangely tempted to bite him. [4/zde. 


Sir Tim. 1 am therefore prompted to ask what Affair 
or Negotiation might induce you to enter here. 


Pinch. This is moſt execrably impertinent. . 


Affair, Sir? why really I have an Affair. 
Sir Tim. Ay! diſcuſs to me of what Nature. 


Pinch. Nature, Sir? If I cou'd come to the 1 5 of 


| the proper Perſon —— 


Sir Iim. I notifie to you that I am the moſt proper 


Perſon of any one within theſe Walls to whom you 

may unfold your Bugneſs, 
Pinch. Look ye, Sir, that isn't the matter I don't 
ſay but you may be very proper for ought I know, but 
| | Ef my 


Is there no Place ſafe againſt 
You take a 
ſtrange Liberty, Friend, after ſome Occurrences that paſs d 


\* 


„„ 1 5 
Te BIT 55 
| my Buyneſs at preſent yes moreproperly with the Gen- ; 
tleman of the Houſe. 
Sir Tir. Then I notifie to you again that it lies with | | 
WHO a Come; bar Biting, and begin. \ is 
' Pinch, Good lack! it's much the Loſs of a Place ſhov'd : 7 


80 bh. [Aſide. 
Pray. Sir; no Harm, I bope; 35 by your Leave only. | 
[ Going by him. 


Sir Tim. Whither wou'd you paſs, Friend? 
Pinch, Only that way. a little juſt in at that 
Door, that's all ſhall meet with ſome of the Family; 
I won't trouble you, Sir. 
Sir Tim, Sir, 1 have undertaken the diſcuſſing your 
| Buſineſs my ſelf, and till I have made ſome further Pro- 
greſs in it the Family ſhall not be met with, No, 
Sir, by the moſt Potent and Serene Cham they ſhall 
not. | 
Pinch. Pray, Sir, Jet me tell you, this is very uneivil; 
Sir, — I don't know but! may be in haſte, and ſo 
forth, and may have Occaſion to ſpeak with a dear Friend 
that lies dangerouſly ſick in the Houſe. | 
Sir Im. The Manſion is ſalubrious and healthy; but if - 
it were not; may I ſuppoſe you to be a Maker up, or Pre- 
parer of Medicines, or, as the Weſtern Language renders it, 
an Apothecary? 
Pinch. Bite! Od I've a good Mind. t was at my 
Tongue s End. [ Softly 57 i 
Sir Tim. Ha! What is it thou pronounceſt in ſeeret ? 
Pinch. Nothing, nothing in the Univerſe, but only 
that I beg the Fayour of a Word or two with Sir Ii 
| —_ Taler That's all, as I hope to breath 


"Sir Tim. Prodigious! How enormouſly he varies his 
Fable! Say on. I am he tho thou knew'ſt 
It before, thou biting Viper thou! I am he Pro- 
nounce, ſay on. Ty 
Pinch. Oh dear! this is worſe and worſe! =— Vo 


he! alas! I wou'd you were but 7 
- C 4. | Sir 


0 Allie! 


156 The BIE *. 
Sir Tim. Speak, what? 


Pinch, Your elf, Sir, that's all, _ a friendly win, I 


wou d you were your own Man. 


Sir Tim, Soho! My faithful Servants, approach | 


Fi teach you to bite one of the worſhipful Oriental Tra- 


ders in his own Manſion.——— Would'ſt thou inter that 


I am diſtracted, of a Mind: not fit to negotiate? Sirrah! 
'T have been thought fit to negotiate and drink Tea with 


the moſt excellent Governor of Canton, nay with the 


Viceroy, and the learned Lipous. 
Pinch. Look ye, Friend, I don't ſay any Body? s mad, 
but theſe are odd Circumſtances, and Moorfields is a good 


Air for People that loſe Places when one comes a- 
bout Bus'neſs, to be interrupted, and interrogated, and 


bambouz led, and not ſuffer'd to 
Sir Tim, So ho! my Servants! h 
Enter Servants. 


Pinch, Pſhaw! This is a Jeſt indeed! hey al what's : 


the meaning of all this? Look ye, my Name's Squire 


Pinch, I come to marry Sir Timothy Tallapoy s Daugh- 


ter. | 
e Thad Doſt thou bite me with the Name of mine 
Seize on him, the Wretch! 


Pick, This is damn'd fooliſh, faith and tothe 
Look ye, I am Sir Peter Pinch's Son and Heir, I 
am a Man of Wit and Pleaſure, I underſtand the Town, 


and I won't be us'd fo, for ne er a Mace. bearer nor a 


Mad-man in Moſcow. 
Sir Tim, Incontinently I think thou art diſtracted thy 
ſelf; but it ſuffices me that I know thee to be a Biter, 
the Name that comprehends all kind of Villany 


Cou'd the right-worſhipful and moſt ſincere, my Friend, 
Sir Peter Pinch, a Man of his moſt categorical Principles, 
ender a Biter! impoſſible! out, thou Impoſtor! Tn 
Pinch, So ho! what's there no wy here to take one's 
part! Sir Timothy Tallapoy ! : 
Sir Tim, Hold him faſt, 


[Enter 


[They lay hold on him. 


1 s «a4 «a 
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h Enter Mariana and Mrs. Clever. 
ches. The Lovers will be paſt reprieving regs 
[ left em mumbling over Matrimony with as 


much Eagerneſs, as if they were to be happy in good 


earneſt, | | 
Mar. Very well; now for our Cue here Matters 


have happen'd as we cou'd have wiſh'd — 


Sir Im. Moſt exceeding fair, and my very good | - | 


Friend, my propitious Stars have directed me to the 
Diſcovery of a notorious Impoſture, and your excel- 
lent Perſons come every opportunely to behold. -my Ju- 


ſtice. E 
Pinch, well, Friend, it he be never ſo much your Ma- 


ſter, and the individual numerical Sir Timothy, I am as 
much the individual numerical Squire Pinch, as he is the | 


alan numerical Sir Timothy Tallapoy. 
[ To the Sirens: 


Mar. I muſt 8 he has a ſtrange deſigning kind of 
a Face, I ſhou'd be very cautious of truſting ſuch a - 


| ſort of a Man upon his bare Word. 
Clev. Dear Sir Timothy have a Care of him, methinks 


1 ſee Biting written in his very Forehead. 
Sir Tim. Madam, the ſage Orientals are not eabily 


bir. 
Pinch, Oh ads you humble Servi eee y 


_ fooliſh, faith and troth! ———— Now you ſhall ſee, Friend 
—— theſe Ladies know me. — Madam, here's really a 


fooliſh Adventure. 
Clev. What does he 1 he addreſſes his Diſcourſe 


to us. Bleſs me, I'm afraid he's diſtracted how - 
he looks! For Goodneſs fake don't come too near him. 
nn ſay cis as bad as a to be bit by a Mad- 
man. 

Sir Tim. It is, Madam, what we may properly call an 
egregious degree of Folly mixt with an egregious degree 
of Impudence——'tis what the Learned in the H ters Ne- 


tions call a Complication. on” | 
1 LE 


— 
* 


indeed! 


5 Clev. Bleſs me! my Dear! did you ever ſee this Man 
- before? | 


78 0 Bark mw 
Pinch. Pſhaw! phoo! this is all fooling! Ladies! Ma: 


dam! here are a whimſical Set of People wou'd perſuade 
me my Name isn't Pinch. 


Sir Tim, I told your Lady ſnip what he drives at, he | . 


wou'd bite me under a wrong Name. 
Mar. And pray, * dear bold him faſt— 
Is your Name Pinch? 
Peinch. Bite! Bite! Madam. 


Sir Tim. You ſee, moſt excellent Lady, you ſee what 


be wou'd be at. 


Pinch? 

Pinobh. Nay, Madam, 1 tell you I'm like to bs —_ 
ſcurvily this is all ridiculous! Speak Truth now 
why as if you didn' t know one! 


Mar. Never with my Eyes, Madam. — Sir Timothy, 
let re con jure you to have a care, there is certainly ſome 


very villainous Defign laid againſt you, this is ſome | 


Plor. 

Pinch, What is the meaning of all this? 
come down in the Coach with you to. Day? Mrs. Ma- 
riana ! Madam. 


Clev. The confident Wretch! He has got. your Name | 


too Hark ye, Friend, what good does it do you 
now to counterfeit another Body's Name? Why you 
cou'dn't think but it muſt needs be found out at laſt, 


and then you know the Law is very ſevere in theſe 
Caſs. 


Lady's Fortune. 


Pinch. Why this is downright mekdag A Fool of one: I 


thought you had been more a Gentlewoman. 


Sir Tim. Bohee! Do you I Doorn) 

and your Fellows take care to confine him in the Cellar - 

2 5 6: wk ſupplicate the ture: of Juſtice that Puniſh 
| ment 


Mar. And do you really think, Sir, your Name is 


This is Biting 


Didn't 1 5 


Mar. Tis very probable he had his Eye upon the young 


* 


The BIER Of 


- 'Clev. Mr. Clerimont tells you true; theſe Rattle-headed 

young Fellows don't know ho to vyalue'a diſcreet elder- 
Paton: + 1 8 N „ 

Stale. Ah, Clever, thou art certainly in the right. ll 
leave him to his Flirt! Well, this is my Fifteenth Misfor- 
tune of this kind ſince I have been a Widow — — 


— 


But VI! retire into the Country this Inſtant Pm: reſolv'd, 
and mind good Books, and making Sweetmeats and Salves, 
and never truſt in a Man of Five and Twenty again. 
Friend. And will ſne go? Will the dear Creature go? 
e . Exit Lady Stale- 
Ang. Well, FI] ſwear youre a croſs- grain d ill- natur d 
thing, Vil vow Pve a good Mind to hate ou. | 
Friend. What, for facrificing all to you, you dear little 


Creature! e | 
Ang. Be quiet, can't you! Don't you ſee my Father? 
Sir Tim, Well, Madam, you ſee your Power over your 
Slave Mr. Friendly, as this Lady has done you 
the Honour to interceed for you, I declare I receive you as 
my Son-in-law, and will make good what I ſeal'd to for 
my Daughter's Fortune — I hope you are no Biter. 
Friend. A moſt profeſs d Enemy to all Fools of that kind. 
Sir Tim, I like you the better, you may come to good. 
5, | Enter a Servant. b 8 = 
Ser. The Peaſant Gregory Grumble, vho was impriſon'd 
in the Cellar, notifies to your Worthineſs, that the Perſon 
laſt committed is the very real Eſquire Pinch, his Maſter. 
Sir Tim. Ha! ſay'ſt thou! the Circumſtance diſpleaſeth 
et him be releas'd. I am glad my Daughter is not 
bitten howyever It muſt be of great Grief to his Parents, 
to hear that he taketh unto Biting after this manner. 
. Enter Pinch. . 
Pinch. Look ye, Gentlemen and Ladies, this is mighty 
fine, very exceeding fine; here have Gregory and I been put 
in a Cellar among old Shoes, broken Bottles, and wicker 
Baskets, for no mauner of ſubſtantial reaſon in the Earth. 
Sir Tim, Young Gentleman, the Diſaſter has been of your 
own ſccking, I am ſorry to ſay it, but tho! you = 


p Se eng : 


I ſhan't concern my ſelf about you, poz. 
Mar. Why this is all right again, for we are certainly 
agreed as to that matter too; however I promiſe to wear 


there is nothing but Villany, Biring =—— Jilting | 
_ Pinch, Bite! What, art thou bit at laſt, Old Boy, Old- 


m. B12 


Ten times the Son of my Friend Sir Peter Pinch, and a 


Biter, I wou d not affie my Daughter to you. 
Pinch. Ha! you may take your Daughter and ſtop 


your — I woud'n't marry her an'the were a Cherubin. 


Mar. For ought I ſee tis well the matter has happen'd 


as it has, ſince the only one thing that ever Sir Timorhy 


and Mr. Pinch could have agreed in, wou'd have been in 


not liking one another. 


inch. Well perhaps twas, and perhaps twan't, Madam: 
Look ye, I deſire you not to concern your ſelf about me 


a Willow for your fake, when I hear you are ſped. 
Pinch. Well, well, you may wear what ycu pleaſe, I 


believe I know what your Husband will wear, ſweet Ma- 
dam Nimble-Chops. 


Mar. Don't be in a Choler, and Til bring you acquain- 


ted with my Husband. Sir Timothiy, it is ſome time ſince 


that I have had a very particular Eſteem for your Family. 
Sir Tizz. Madam, you confer Honour. | 


Mar. And in order to make my ſelf a Part of it, about | 


a Week ago I was marry'd to his Gentleman, your Ne- 

phew. . T Pointing to Clerimont, 

Sir Tim. How, to my Nephew! oh thou moſt perfidi- 

ous! is it poſſible? _ Ew 5 
Cler. The thing is moſt certainly ſo, Sir. 

Sir Iim. Is it ſo, Sir? why then the World is all falſe, 


Sir Tim, Get thee out of my Doors this Minute, thou 
moſt egregious wretched Puppy, or I will fo batter that 


.  Scull of thine 


__ Pinch, Hold, keep the Peace — take away his stick 
what d'ye mean, ha! what wou'd you be at? d'ye think 


Heads are made for nothing but to be broke? Very pret- 


ty Sport, truly. 
„„ May, 


j 
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Mar. come, Sir Timothy, be pacify d; I fancy we ſhall . 
agree much better as Uncle and Neice, than as Man and 
8 <> | 


Sir Jim. Oh thou falſe Creature! I am enrag'd, and 
Wiſh all the Weſtern World was on Fire- But I'II 
take Poſt for the Eaſt-· Indies this Inſtant, and never con- 
verſe with Man, Woman or Child again, that was born 
on this ſide the Cape of Good- hope. ¶ Exit Sir Tim. 

Clev. Let him go; we ſhall find ſome way to mollifie 
him, I warrant you, when the firſt Heat is over. 
Short are the paſſionate Fits of Love, and Rage, 
Which warm the fickly Veins of feeble Age. 
And tho? the Flame as 

Blaze out, and for a Moment ſeems to riſe, 

| Yet ſoon the Fuel fails, and then it dies; - 
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Pinch. Ha! you may take your Daughter and ſtop 
your — I woud nt mary her an'ſhe were a Cherubin. 
Mar. For ought I ſee tis well the matter has happen'd 
as it has, fince the only one thing that ever Sir Timotiy 
and Mr. Pinch could have agreed in, wou d have been in 


not liking one another. 


Pinch. Well perbaps twas. and be twan't, Madam. 


Look ye, I defire you not to concern your ſelf about me, 


I ſhan'r concern my {elf about you, poz. 


Mar. Why this is all right again, for we are en | 
agreed as to that matter too; however I promiſe to wear 


a Willow for your fake, when I hear you are ſped. 
Pinch. Well, well, you may wear what ycu pleaſe, I 


believe I know what your Husband will wear, ſweet Ma- 
dam Nimble-Chops. 


Mar. Don't be in a Choler, and Til bring you acquain- 


ted with my Husband. Sir Timothy, it is ſome time ſince 
that I have had a very particular Eſteem for your Family, 


Sir Tim. Madam, you confer Honour. 
Mar. And in order to make my ſelf a Part of it, about 
a Week ago I was marry 'd to his Gentleman, your Ne- 


Phew. . [ Pointing to Clerimont, 


Sir Tim. How, to my Nephew! oh thou moſt perfidi- 


ous! is it poſſible? 

Cler. The thing is moſt certainly ſo, Sir. 

Sir Iim. Is it ſo, Sir? why then the World is all falls 
there is nothing but Villany, Biring Jilting = 
_ Pinch. Bite! What, art thou bit at laſt, Old Boy, Old. 


Fobus, ha! 


Sir Iim. Get thee out of my Doors this Minute, thou 


moſt egregious wretched Puppy, or I will fo batter that 


Scull of thine 
Pinch, Hold, keep the Peace — take away his stick 


what d'ye mean, ha! what wou'd you be at? d'ye thin 


Heads are made for nothing but o be N s pret- 


Ten times the Son of my Friend Sir Peter Pinch, and 2 | 
Biter, I wou d not affie my Daughter to you. | 


Mar, | 
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ar. Come, Sir Timothy, be pacify'd; I fancy we ſhall . 
much better as Uncle and Neice, than as Man and 


e Creature! T am enrag'd, and 
Weſtern World was on Fire — But I'll 
take Poſt for the Eaſt · Indies this Inſtant, and never con- 
verſe with Man, Woman or Child again, that was born 
on this ſide the Cape of Good- hope. [Exit Sir Tim. 
Clev. Let him go; we ſhall find ſome way to mollifie 
him, I warrant you, when the firſt Heat is over. 
Short are the paſſionate Fits of Love, and Rage, 
Which warm the ſickly Veins of feeble Age. 
- And tho” the ie 8 
Blaze out, and for a Moment ſeems to riſe, 
Yet ſoon the Fuel fails, and then it dies 
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'F D Hope the Reader will forgive 
be Liberty I have taken in 
As eye Tranſlating theſe Verſes 
| == /omewhat at large, without 
which it would have been almoſt im- 
poſſible to have given any kind of Turn 
in Engliſh Poetry to f dry a Subject. 
The Senſe of the Author is, I hope, 
no where miſtaken ; and if there ſeems 
in ſome Places to be ſome Additions in 
the Engliſh Ver /es to the Greek Text, 
| they 255 only ſuch as may be juſtiß 
from Hierocles's Commentary, and 
deliver'd by him as the larger and 
explain d Senſe of the Author's 
my Frecepr. F Have in ſome few 


Places 80 


To the 8 


Places wentur'd to differ from the, 
Learned Mr. Dacier's French Inter- 
| pretation, ar thoſe that ſhall give} 
themſelues the trouble of a ſtrif? 
| Comparifon will find. How far I am 
in the right, is left to the Reader to 
determine. 
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PTTHAGORAS 


SEL Iſt to the Gods thy humble Homage pay 

l The greateſt this, and firſt of Laws, obey: 

perform thy Vows, OE” thy plighted 

Troth, 

And let Religion bind thee to thy Oath. 

The 8 next demand thy juſt regard, 

Renown'd on Earth, and to the Stars preferr' d, 

To Light and endleſs Life, their Virtyes fure Rind 

Due Rights perform and Honours 40 the Dead, 

To ev'ry Wiſe, to ev'ry Pious Shade. | 

With lowly Duty to thy Parents bow, 

And Grace and Fayour to thy Kindred ſhow: Tens 
Bt i 1 For 


* 
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For what concerns the reſt of Human- kind. | 
Chuſe out the Man to Virtue beſt inclin jj $ 
Him to thy Arms receive, him to thy Boſom bind. 
Poſſeſt of ſuch a Friend, preſerve him till; 
Nor thwart his Counſels with thy ſlubborn Wills 
Pliant to all his Admonitions prove, 
And yield to all his Offices of Love: 
Him from thy Heart, ſo true, ſo juſtly dear, 
Let no raſh Word nor light Offences tear. 
Bear all thou canſt, ſtill with his Failings ſtrive; 
And to the utmoſt ſtill, and ſtill forgive; 
For ſtrong Neceſſity alone explores 
be ſecret Vigour of our latent Powers, 
Rouſes and urges on the lazy Heart, 
Force, to its ſelf unknown before, t'exert. 
By uſe thy ſtronger Appetites aſſwage, 
Thy Glutteny, thy Sloath, thy Luſt, thy Rage: 
From each diſhoneft Act of Shame forbear; : 
Of others, and thy ſelf, alike beware. 
Let Rey'rence of thy ſelf thy Thoughts controu!, 
And guard the ſacred Temple of thy Soul. 
Let Juſtice oer thy Word and Deed preſide, 
And Reaſon ev'n thy meaneſt Actions guide: 
For know that Death is Man's appointed Doom, 
Know that the Day of great Account will come, OD 
When thy paſt Life ſhall ſtrictly be ſurvey'd, Ties ans 
Each Word. each Deed be in the Ballance laid, c . 
And all the Good and all the Ill moſt juſtly be repaid, 
For Wealth, the periſhing, uncertain Good, 
Ebbing and flowing like the fickle Flood, 
That knows no ſure, no fix'd abiding Place, 
But wandring loves from Hand to Hand to pals; 
Revolye 


lve 


E Golden Perſes of b s 
Reyolve the Getter's Joy and Loſer's Pain, 


And think if it be worth thy while to gain. 


Of all thoſe Sorrows that attend Mankind, 
With Patience bear the Lot to thee aſſign'd; 
Nor think it Chance, nor murmur at the Load; 


For know what Man calls Fortune is from God: 


In what thou may'ſt from Wiſdom ſeek Relief, 

And let her healing Hand aſſwage the Grief; _ 
Yet till whate'er the Righteous Doom ordains; 
What Cauſe ſoever multiplies thy DR 


Let not thoſe Pains as Ills be underſtood ; 
For God delights not to afflict the Good. 


The Reas ning Art to various Ends hd. 
Is oft a ſure, but oft an erring Guide. | 
Thy Judgment therefore ſound and cool n | 
Nor lightly from thy Reſolution ſwervez _ 6 
The dazling Pomp of Words does oft deceive; . - 


And ſweet Perſuaſion wins the Eaſie to believe; _ : 


When Fools and Liars labour to perſuade, 


Bie dumb, and let the Bablers vainly plead. 


This above all, this Precept chiefly learn, 
This nearly does, and firſt, thy ſelf concern; 
Let not Example, let no ſoothing Tongue, 


Prevail upon thee with a Syren 's Song. | 
Io do thy Souls Immortal Efſence wrong. 
Of Good and Ill by Words or Deeds expreſty - 

Chuſe for thy ſelf, and always chuſe the beſt. 


Let wary Thought each Enterprize forerun. 


And ponder on thy Task before begun, 


Leſt Folly ſhould the wretched Work deface, 


And mock thy fruitleſs Labours with Diſgrace, 
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The Calin „ Verſes of Pytha gore. | 


+ _ buddle on and always are in hafte, - 5 1 
Act without Thought, and thoughtleſs Words they waſte 1 
But thou, in all thou doſt, with early Cares . | 
© Strive to prevent at firſt a Fate like theirs; K 2 0 
That Sorrow on the End may never wait, I on 
Nor ſharp Repentance make thee Wiſe too late. d 
| Beware thy medling Hand in ought to try, E 
That does beyond thy reach of Knowledge lye; 8 
But ſeek to know, and bend thy ſerious Thought Ds 
To ſearch the profitable Knowledge out, 4 
So Joys on Joys for ever mall encreaſe, © 7 Þ|Þ| V 
Wiſdom ſhall crown thy Labours, and ſhall bleſs 8 V 
Thy Life with Pleaſure, and thy End with Peace. V 
Nor let the Body want its Part, but ſnare I 
A juſt Proportion of thy tender Care: It 
For Health and Welfare prudently provide, 1 
And let its lawful Wants be all ſupply d. | Tf 
Let ſober Draughts refreſh, and wholſome Fare 73 A 
Decaying Nature's waſted Force repair; : If 
And ſprightly Exerciſe the duller Spirits chear, A 
In all Things ſtill which to this Care belong, R 
Obſerve this Rule, to guard thy Soul from Wrong. : - 
By virtuous Uſe thy Life and Manners frame, 5 E. 
| Manly and ſimply pure, and free from Blame. : T 
| Provoke not Envy's deadly Rage, but fly | „%%% 
The glancing Curſe of her malicious Eye. „ 1 
Seek not in needleſs Luxury to waſte | | - 
Thy Wealth and Subſtance, with a Spendthrift's Haſte; So 


Prone to Extreams, an equal Danger find, 


Vet flying theſe, be watchful, leſt thy Mind, 
And be to ſordid Avarice inclin d. 8 


Diſtant 


The Golden Paſs of erde 7 
| Diſtant alike from each, to neither lean, _ 3 
But ever keep the happy Gol DEN MAN. 
Be careful ſtill to guard thy Soul from Wrong, 
And let thy Thought prevent thy Hand and Tongue, | 
Let not the ſtealing God of Sleep ſurprize, 
Nor creep in Slumbers on thy weary Eyes, 
Ere ev'ry Action of the former Day 2 
Strictly thou doſt and righteouſly ſurvey. 
With Rev'rence at thy own Tribunal ftand; 
And anſwer juſtly to thy own Demand, 
Where have I been? In what have I age d 
What Good or Ill has this Day's Life expreſs d? 
Where have I fail'd in what I ought to do? 
In what to God, to Man, or to my ſelf I owe? 
Inquire ſevere what-eer from firſt to laft, | 
From Morning's Dawn till Ev'ning's Gloom, ” Ll 
If Evil were thy Deeds, repenting mourn, _ 1 
And let thy Soul with ſtrong Remorſe be torn. 
And to thy ſecret Self with Pleaſure fay, 
Rejoice, my Heart, for all went well to-day: 


If Good, the Good with Peace of Mind repays ” 8 . 


Theſe. Thoughts and chiefly theſe thy Mind ſhould more 


Egmploy thy Study, and engage thy Love. 
Theſe are the Rules which will to Virtue lead. 
And teach thy Feet her heav'nly Paths to tread? ? 

This by his Name I ſwear, whoſe facred Lore 2 
Firſt to Mankind explain'd the Myſtick FO UR, ' 
Source of Eternal Nature and Almighty Pow'r, 

In all thou doſt firſt let thy Prayers aſcend, © -— 
Aud to the Gods thy Labours firſt commend, 5 
From them Uoplore Succeſs, and hope a proſp'rous End. 
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76 The Golden Perſes of Pyth agoras: | 
So ſhall thy abler Mind be taught to ſoar, 


And Wiſdom in her ſecret Ways explores  _ 
To range through Heav'n above and Earth below, 


Immortal Gods and mortal Men to know. 


So ſhalt thou learn what Pow'r does all controul, 
What bounds the Parts, and what unites the Whole: 


And rightly judge, in all this wondrous Frame, - 
How univerſal Nature is the fame ; ok 


8s ſhalt thou ne'er thy vain Affections place 
On Hopes of what ſhall never come to paſs, 


Man, wretched Man, thou ſhalt be taught to know; 


How near their Good and Happineſs they dwell. 


Fetter d in Vice; they ſeek not to be free, 
But ftupid, to their own fad Fate agree: 
Like pond'rous Rolling-ftones, oppreſs'd with m. 


The Weight that loads em makes em roll on Kill, | 


Bereft of Choice and Freedom of the Will. 
For native Strife in ev'ry Boſom reigns, 
And ſecretly an impious War maintains: 


Provoke not THIS, but let the Combat „ 


And ev'ry yielding Paſſion ſue for Peace. 


Wouldſt thou, great Fove, thou Father of Mankind, 
| Reveal the Demon for that Task aſſign d, 


The vyretebed Race an End of Woes would find. 
And yet be bold, O Man, Divine thou 19285 


And of the Gods Celeſtial Eſſence Part. 


Nor ſacred Nature is from thee eas; | 


But to thy Race her myſtick Rules reveal'd, 


Who bears within himſelf the inborn Cauſe of Woe. 
Unhappy Race! that never yet could tell ; 
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' The Golden Ferſis of Pychagoras, 


Theſe if to know thou happily attain, 
Soon ſhalt thou perfect be in all that I ordain. 
Thy wounded Soul to Health thou ſhale reſtore, 
And free from ey'ry Pain ſhe felt before. 
Abſtain, I warn, from Meats unclean and foul, 
So keep thy Body pure, ſo free thy Soul; 
So rightly judge; thy Reaſon, ſo, maintain; 
Reaſon which Heay'n did for thy Guide ordain, 
Let that beſt Reaſon ever hold the Rein. 
Then if this mortal Body thou forſake, 
And thy glad Flight to the pure Ether take, 
Among the Gods exalted ſhalt thou ſhine, 
Immortal, Incorruptible, Divine: 
The Tyrant Death fecurely ſhalt thou brave, 
And ſcorn the dark Dominion of the Grave. 
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On the 1 


Glorious Succeſſes, & c. 
Hu 55 Inſerib'd to the Right Honourable the 


LORD TRE AS URER. 


ED HILE Kings and Nations « on hs Coun 
S ſels wait, . . 
And ANNA truſts to the the prick State ; 


While Fame, to thee, from er ry 1 
„ . © 


Flies with the Nevys of Empires won and ol - 
| Relates whate er her buſie Eyes beheld, ; 
And tells the Fortune of each: bloody Field ; 
While, with officious Duty, Crowds attend, 
To hail the Labours of thy God. like Friend, | 
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On the Late 5 


Glorious Succeſſes, E * 
Humbly Inſerib'd to the Right Honourable the 


LORD TRE ASURER. | 


= HI LE Kings _ Nations on 1 8 Coun: 
= ſels wait, 5 
And ANNA truſts to thee the Briziſh State ; ; 


While Fame, to 8 from ev'iry Foreign 
Coaſt, 


| Flics with the News of Empires won and loſt, 
Relates whate er her buſie Eyes beheld, 
And tells the Fortune of each bloody Field ; 
While, with officious Duty, Crowds attend, 
To bail the Labours of thy God-like Friend, 4 
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82 A Por on the glorious Succeſſes 
Vouchſafe the Muſes humbler Joy to hear; 

For Sacred Numbers ſhall be ſtill thy Care; 

Tho mean the Verſe, tho lowly be the Strain, 

Tho leaſt regarded be the Muſe, of all the tuneful Train: 

Let riſe, neglected Nympb, avow thy Flame, 

Aſſert th inſpiring God, and greatly aim „ 

To make thy Numbers equal to thy Theme. 5 

From Heav'n derive thy Verſe; to Heav'n belong 

The Counſels of the Wiſe, and Battels of the Strong. 
To Heav'n, the Royal ANN 4 owes, alone, 

The Virtues which adorn and guard Her Throne; 
Thence is Her Juſtice Wretches to redreſs, 

Thence is Her Mercy and Her Love of Peace; 


Tbence is Her Pow'r, Her Scepter uncontrol'd 


To bend the Stubborn, and repreſs the Bold; 

Her peaceful Arts, fierce Factions to aſſwage, 

To heal their Breaches, and to ſooth their Rage; 

Thence is that happy Prudence, which preſides 

In each Deſign, and ev'ry Action guides; 

Thence is She taught Her ſhining Court to grace, 
And fix the Worthieſt in the worthieſt Place, | 

To truſt at home GopoLYHIx's watchful Care; 


And fend Victorious CHUROAHIILL forth to er. 


Ariſe ye Nations reſcud by Her Sword, 
Freed from the Bondage of a Foreign OY ; 
_ Ariſe, and join the Heroine to Bleſs, 


Behold She ſends to fave you from Diſtreſs ; 


Rich is the Royal Bounty She beſtows, 
is Plenty, Peace, and Safety from your Foes; 
And thou, Iberia! rouz d at length, diſdain 
To wer enflayd the Gallick Tyrant's Chain 


e ler Massgr vn 3 „ 


For ſee! the Britiſh Genius comes, ta chear 


\ Thy fainting Sons, and kindle em to War, 


With Her own glorious Fires their Souls She warms, 
And bids em burn for Liberty and Arms. 
Unhappy Land! the Formoſt once in Fame, 
Once lifting to the Stars thy Noble Name, 
In Arts excelling, and in Arms ſevere, 
The Weſtern Kingdoms Envy and their Fear. 
Where, is thy Pride thy conſcious Honour, flow) n, 
Thy ancient Valour, and thy firſt Renown? 
How art thou ſunk among the Nations-now! 
How haſt thou taught thy haughty Neck to bows . 
And dropt the Warrior's Wreath inglorious from thy - 
Not thus of Old her Valiant Fathers bore [Brow f 3 
The Bondage of the unbelieving Moor, WD. 
But oft, alternate, made the Victors yield, Pr 
And prov'd their Might in many a well-fought bre, 
Bold in Defence of Liberty they ſtood, | 

And doubly dy'd their Croſs in Mooriſh Blood : 

Then in Heroick Arms their Knights excell'd, 
The Tyrant then and Gyant then they quell'd. 

Then ev'ry nobler Thought their Minds did move, 
And thoſe, who fought for Freedom, figh'd for Love. 
Like one, thoſe ſacred Flames united live, : 
At once they Languifh, and at once Revive; 

Alike they ſhun the Coward and the Slave, 
But bleſs the Free, the Virtuous, and the Brave. 
Nor frown, ye Fair, nor think my Verſe untrue; 
Tho? we diſdain that Man ſhould Man Subdue, 
Yet all the Free-born Race are Slaves alike to yu. 
. Yet once, again that Glory to Reſtore, 
The Brizons ſeek the Celtiberian Shore, _ | 


84 A Pox u on the glorious Succeſſes. 
With ecchoing Peals, at ANN 4's high Command, 
Their Naval Thunder wakes the drowzy Land; 


N High at their Head, 15eria's promis'd Lord, 


Young Charles of Auſtria, waves his ſhining Sword; 
His youthful Veins with Hopes of Empire glow, 

Swell his bold Heart, and urge him on the Foe: 

With Joy he reads, in ev'ry Warrior's Face, 

Some happy Omen of a ſure Succeſs; 

Then leaps exulting on the Hoſtile Strand, 

And thinks the deftin'd Scepter in his Hand. 

Nor Fate denies, what firſt his Wiſhes name, 

Proud Barcelona owns his juſter Claim, 

With the firſt Laurel binds his youthful Brows, 

'And, Pledgeof future Crowns, the mural Wreath beſtows., 

But ſoon, the Equal of his youthful Years, 

_ Philipof Bourbon s baughty Line, appears; | 

Like Hopes attend his Birth, like Glories grace; 

(If Glory can be in a Tyrant's Race) | ' 

In Numbers proud, he threats no more from farj 

But nearer draws the black impending War; 

He views bis Hoſt, then ſcorns the Rebel Town; 


And dooms to certain Death the Rival of his Crown 


Now Fame and Empire, all the Nobler Spoils 
That urge the Hero, and reward his Toils, 

Plac'd in their View, alike their Hopes engage; 
And fire their Breaſts with more than Mortal Rage. 


So daring, fierce, untam'd, and furious are, 


As when Ambition prompts the Great to War; 
As youthful Kings, when ftriving for Renown 


Hure 


— 


Not lawleſs Love, not Vengeance, nor Deſpair, ; | 


| They prove their Might in Arms, and combat for a Crown. 
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Hard was the cruel Strife, and doubtful long 
| Betwixt the Chiefs ſuſpended Conqueſt hung; 
Till forc'd at length, diſdaining much, to yield, 
. Charles to his Rival quits the fatal Field. 

Numbers and Fortune ofer his Right prevail, 

And ev'n the Britiſh Valour ſeems to fail; 
And yet they faibd not all. In that Extream; 
Conſcious of Virtue, Liberty, and Fame, 
They vow the youthful Monarch's Fate to ſhare, 
Above Diſtreſs, unconquer'd by Deſpair, | 
Still to defend the Town, and animate the War. 

But lo! when ev'ry better Hope was paſt, 

When ev'ry Day of Danger ſeem'd their laſt, 
Far, on the diſtant Ocean, they ſurvey, 
Where a proud Navy plows its watry Way. 
Nor long they doubted, but with Joy deſery, 43 
Upon the Chief's tall Top-Maſts waving high; 8 
The Britiſh Croſs and Belgick Lion fly. OE 

Loud with tumultuous Clamour, loud they rear 
Their Cries of Ecſtacy, and rend the Air, 

In Peals on Peals the Shouts Triumphal riſe, 
Spread ſwift, and rattle thro the ſpacious Skies {7 55 5565 
While from below, old Ocean groans profound, ? 


The Walls, the Rocks, the Shores repel the Sound; & 
Ring with the deaf ning Shock, and thunder all around. 
Such was the Joy the Trojan Youth expreſs'd, 35 
Who by the fierce Rutiliau's Siege diſtreſs d. E 
Were by the Tyrrhene Aid at length releas d; 8 
When young Aſcanius, then in Arms firſt tryd, 1 
Numbers and ev'ry other Want ſupply'd, FE 
And haughty Turnus from his Walls defyd: 8 


86 A Pon x os the glorious Succeſſes 
Say d in the Town an Empire yet to come, 
And fix d the Fate of his Imperial Rome. 
But oh! what Verſe, what Numbers ſhall reveal 
Thoſe Pangs of Rage and Grief the Vanquiſti d feel! 
Who ſhall Retreating Philip's Shame impart; 
And tell the Anguiſh of his lab ring Heart! 


What Paint, what ſpeaking Pencil ſhall expreſs. 


The blended Paſſions firiving in his Face! 
Hate, Indignation, Courage, Pride, Remorſe, 

With Thoughts of Glory paſt, the Loſer's greateſt Curſe. 
Fatal Ambition! ſay what wond' rous chm „„ 


Delude Mankind to toil for thee in Arms: 


Wen all thy Spoils, thy Wreaths in Battel won; 
The Pride of Pow'r, and Glory of a-Crown, 
When all War gives, when all the Great can gain, 
En thy whole Pleaſure; pays not half thy Pain. 
All hail! ye ſofter happier Arts of Peace, 5 
Secur d from Harms, and bleſt with learned Eaſe; 
In Battels, Blood, and Perils hard, unskill'd. 
Which haunt the Warrior in the fatal Field; 
But chief, thee Goddeſs Muſe! my Verſe wou'd raiſe; 
And to thy own ſoft Numbers tune thy Praiſe; . 
Happy the Youth inſpir'd, beneath thy Shade, 
Thy verdant, ever- living Laurels laid! 
There ſafe, no Pleaſures, there no Pains they FOOTY | 2 i 


But thoſe which from thy Sacred Raptures flow, 
Nor wiſh for Crowns, but what thy Groves beſtowy. 
Me, Nymph Divine! nor ſcorn my humble Pray 7 
KReceive unworthy, to thy kinder Care, 

Doom d to a gentler, tho? more lowly,. Fate, 
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From hence his kinder Fortune ſeems to date 
The Riſing Glories of his future State, 


His Hopes de and War's inconſtant Turns. 

In vain, his ecchoing Trumpets loud Alarme 
Provoke the cold Iberian Lords to Arms; 
Careleſs of Fame, as of their Monarch's Fate, 
In ſullen Sloth ſupinely Proud they om. 


But fought, in the cool Shade, and Rural;Seat, | 


Saw each contending Prince's Arms advance, pins 
| = with a lazy dull Indiffterence _ : 2 2 


5 - when commanded by the Wife of Fove, 


And heavily the ſacred Meſſage heard ; 


And ſunk to his firſt Sloth and Indolence again] 
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Me, to thy peaceful Haunts, inglorious bring. 

Where ſecret thy Celeſtial Siſters Sing, . 

Faſt by their Sacred Hill, and ſweet Caſtalian Spring. 
But Nobler Thoughts the Victor Prince imploy, 

And raiſe his Heart with high Triumphant Joy; 

From hence a better Courſe of Time rollo on, 

And whiter Days ſucceſſive ſeem to run. 


From hence! But oh! too ſoon the Hero mourns. 


Or to be Slaves or Free alike prepar d, | 
And truſting Heav'n was bound to be their Guard; 
Untouch'd with Shame, the Noble Strife beheld, 
Nor once eſſay d to ſtruggle to the Field; | 


An unmoleſted Eaſe, and calm Retreat: 


urn'd to their Reſt, and left the World to Chance, 
Thaumantian Iris left the Realms 'above, 
And ſwift deſcending on her painted Bow, 
Sought the dull God of Sleep in Shades below ; 
Nodding and flow, his drowzy Head he rear d 2 


Then with a Yawn at once forgot the Pain, 
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88 4 Pon NM on the glorious Succeſſes 
But oh, my Muſe! th'ungrateful Toil forſake, 


Same Task more pleaſing to thy Numbers take, 
Nor chuſe, in melancholy Strains, to tell 


Each harder Chance the juſter Cauſe befel. 


Oh rather turn, auſpicious turn thy Flight, 


Where MARLBOROU SES Heroick Arms invite, 
Where higheſt Deeds the Poet's Breaſt inſpire = 
With Rage divine, and fan the ſacred Fire. 

See! where at once Ramillia's Noble Field 
Ten thouſand Themes for living Verſe ſhall yield. 


See! where at once, the dreadful Objects riſe, 


At once they ſpread before my wond'ring Eyes, 


And ſhock my lab'ring Soul with vaſt Surprize; 
At once the wide-extended Battels move, 


At once they join, at once their Fate they prove. 
The Roar aſcends promiſcuous; Groans and Cries, 3 
The Drums, the Cannons? Burſt, the Shout, ſupplies * 
One Univerſal Anarchy of Noiſe. — 


One Din confus'd, Sound mixt and loſt in Sound, 
Eccho's to all the frighted Cities roynd. | 
Thick Duſt and Smoak in wavy Clouds ariſe, 


Stain the bright Day and taint the purer Skies; 
While flaſhing Flames like Lightning dart between, | 


And fill the Horror of the fatal Scene. = 
Around the Field, all dy'd in purple Foam, 


Hate, Fury, and inſatiate Slaughter roam ; 
Diſcord with Pleaſure o'er the Ruin treads; 
And laughing wraps her in her tatter'd Weeds; 
While fierce Bellona thunders in her Car, ; 


Shakes terrible her ſteely Whip from far, 


And with new Rege revives the fainting Wax, 
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so when two Currents rapid in their Courſe 
Ruſh'to a Point, and meet with equal Force, 


| The angry Billows rear their Heads on high, 


Daſhing aloft, the foaming Surges fly, 


}. Andrifing cloud the Air with miſty Spry; 


The raging Flood is heard from far to roar, 
By lining Shepherds on the diſtant Shore, 


' While much they fear, what Ills it ſhould portend, 24s 


And wonder why the watry Gods contend. 
High in the midſt, Britannia's warlike Chief, 
Too greatly bold, and prodigal of Lite, | 
Is ſeen to preſs where Death and Dangers call, 


| Where the War bleeds, and where the thickeſt fall, 


He flies, and drives confus'd the fainting Gaul. 
Like Heat diffus d his great Example warms, 
And animates the Social Warrior's Arms, 
Inflames each colder Heart, confirms the Bold, 
Makes the Young Heroes, and renews the Old. 
In Forms Divine around him watchful wait 
The Guardian Genii of the Britiſh State, 
Juſtice and Truth his Steps unerring guide; 
And faithful Loyalty defends his Side, 
Prudence and Fortitude their MAR LEHR guard; 
And pleaſing Liberty his Labours chear'd; 
But chief, the Angel of his Queen was theres 
The Union Croſs his Silver Shield did bear, 


And in his decent Hand he ſhook a warlike Spear. : 


While Victory Celeſtial ſoars above, 

Plum'd like the Eagle of Imperial Fove; | 
| Hang's Oer the Chief, whom ſhe delights to bleſs, 
And ever arms his ah W 125 W - 
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Dooms him the proud Oppreſſor to deftroy, 
Then waves her Palm, and claps her Wings for Joy. 


Such was young Ammon on Arbela's Plain, 5 

Or ſuch the * Painter did the Hero feign, *Te Brun: 
Where, ruſhing on, and fierce, he ſeems to ride, | 
With graceful Ardor, and majeſtick Pride, ; | 


With all the Gods of Greece and Fortune on his Side. 
Nor long Bavaria s haughty Prince, in vain : 

Labours the F ight unequal to maintain: 

He ſees tis doom d his fatal Friend the Gaul 


| Shall ſhare the Shame, and in one Ruin fall; 


Flies from the Foe too oft in Battel try'd, 


And Heav'n contending on the ViRor's Side; 


Then mourns his raſh Ambirion's Crime too late, : | 


And yields reluctant to the Force of Fate. 


So when Zneas, thro' Night's gloomy Shade, : 
The dreadful Forms of Hoſtile Gods ſurvey d, C 


Hopeleſs he left the burning Town, and fled: 
Saw twas in vain to prop declining Troy, 
Or fave what Heay'n had deſtin'd to deftroy.. 


What vaſt Reward, O Europe, ſhalt thou pay, 
To him who ſav d thee on this glorious Day! 
Bleſs him, ye grateful Nations, where he goes, 


And heap the Victor's Laurel on his Broww s. 
In ev ry Land, in ev'ry City freed, c | 


Let the proud Column rear its Marble B 
To MARLBORO UG and Liberty decreed; 


Rich with his Wars triumphal Arches raiſe, > 
To teach your wond'ring Sons the Hero's Praiſe; 


To him your skilful Bards their Verſe ſhall bring, 


Poor him the tune ful Voice be taught to ling, 
8 The — Pipe ſhall ſwell, ſound the trembling 


String, 
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Lightens in all their Eyes, and doubles all their Charms. 
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Oh happy thou! where Peace for ever ſmiles, ep: 


Britannia! nobleſt of the Ocean's Iſles, 
Pair Queen! who doſt amidſt thy Waters reign; 
And ftretch thy Empire Oer the fartheſt Main; 


What Tranſports in thy Parent Boſom roll d, 


5 When Fame at firſt the pleaſing Story told! 
| How didft thou lift thy Tow'ry Front on big! 
Not meanly Conſcious of a Mother's Joy, 


Proud of thy Son as Crete was of her Fove, $ 


| How wert thou pleas d Heav'n did thy Choice approve, 
And fixt Succeſs where thou hadſt fixt thy Love. 


How with Regret his Abſence didſt thou mourn! 
How with Impatience wait his wifht Return! 
How were the Winds accus d for his Delay? 


| How didſt thou chide the Gods who rule thy Sea, 
| And charge the Nereid Nymphs to waft him on We 


At length he comes, he ceaſes from his Toil, 


Like Kings of Old returning from the Spoil; | 


To Britain and his Queen for ever dear, Yoke 
He comes, their Joy and grateful Thanks to ſhares 


Lowly he kneels before the Royal Seat, 
And lays his proudeſt Wreaths at ANN 4's Feet. 


While form's alike for Labours or for Eaſe, 
In Camps to Thunder, or in Courts to pleaſe, | 
Britain's bright Nymphs make MarLBoRouGn their Care; 


In all his Dangers, all his Triumphs, ſhare. 
Conqu'ring he lends the well-pleas'd Fair new Grace, 
And adds freſh Luſtre to each beauteous Face; 


Britain preſerv'd by his vichorious Ams. 3 
With wond'rous Pleaſure each fair Boſom warms, ©. 


kra 


2 4 P OEM of the biene Succeſſes 
Ev'n his own Sunderland, in Beauty's Store 


But ſpreads to all the grateful People round; 


So Rich, ſhe ſeem'd incapable of more, _ 
Now ſhines with Graces never known before; 
Fierce with tranſporting Joy ſhe ſeems to burn, 
And each ſoft Feature takes a ſprightly Turn; 
New Flames are ſeen to ſparkle in her Eyes, 
And on her blooming Cheeks freſh Roſes riſe; 
The pleaſing Paſſion heightens each bright Hue, 
And ſeems to touch the finiſh'd Piece anew, 


Improves what Nature's bounteous Hand had giv'a; 


And mends the faireſt Workmanſhip of Heavy n. 
Nor Joy like this in Courts is only found, 


*Laborious Hinds inur'd to Rural Toil, 


I 0 tend the Flocks and turn the mellow Soil, 
In homely Guiſe their honeſt Hearts expreſs, 
And bleſs the Warrior who protects their Peace, 
Who keeps the Foe aloof, and drives afar 
| The dreadful Ravage of the waſting War, 


No rude Deſtroyer cuts the rip'ning Crop, 
Prevents the Harveft, and deludes their Hope; 
No helpleſs Wretches fly with wild Amaze, 


Look weeping back and ſee their Dwellings blazes 
The Victor's Chain no mournful. Captives know, 
Nor hear the Threats of the inſulting Foe. TT 
But Freedom laughs, the fruitful Fields abound, *a © 
The chearful Voice of Mieth is heard to found, \ 
And Plenty doles her various Bounties round, 

The humble Village, and the wealthy Town, 


Conſenting join their Happineſs to own, 


Wbat Heavin and ANN A's. . geatleſt Reign afford, 
Ali is ſecur'd co MARLB RO'S conqu'ring OO 
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And deign the Britains Triumphs to partake. * 


6 * 
5 
- 
6 
— 
» 4 
1 = 


How fail'd Oppreſſion, and prevail'd the Right. 


Is ever to the Publick Good enclin'd, 
1s ſtill the Tyrant's Foe, and Patron of Mankind. 


Like thee, aſpires by Virtue to Renown, _ 
Fights to ſecure an Empire not his own, 


At length thy Pray'r, O Pious Prince! is heard, 


Heav'n has, at length, in its own Cauſe appear d, 
At length Ramillia's Field attones for all | 


* 
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: 7 0 Sacred, ever Honour'd Name! O thou! 


| That wert our Greateſt William once below! 25 


What Place ſocer thy Virtues now poſſeſs __ 
Near the bright Source of everlaſting Bliſs) _ 
Where-cer exalted to Etherial Height. 

Radiant with Stars, thou tread'ſt the Fields of Light] 
Thy Seats Divine, thy Heav'n a-while forſake, 


Nor art thou chang'd, but ſtill thou ſhalt delight 
To hear the Fortune of the glorious Fight, 


What once below, ſuch ſtill thy Pleaſures are, 
Europe and Liberty are ſtill thy Care, 
Thy Great, thy Gen'rous, Pure, Immortal Mind, 


Behold, where MARLBö OR OUR, thy laſt beſt. Sine 3 


At Parting, to thy Native Belgia left, 
Succeeds to all thy kind Paternal Cares, 


Thy watchful Counſels, and laborious Wars; C 
Like thee, extends his great aſſiſting Hand, 


And in thy Stead protects the Orphan Land, 


Reaps only Toil himſelf, and gives away a Crown. 


The faithlefs Breaches of the perjur'd Gaul; ; 
At length a better Age to Man decreed, 


With Truth, with Peace, and Juſtice Kan po” | 
28 are the Proud, and the griev'd Worl d is Gre d. a 


Stretch their broad Wings, and Fan the Latian Air 5 


With hardy Marches and ſucceſsful Haſte, 


Which Nature or the skilful Foe bad d plac, 


94 4 Porm on the glorious. "'Y 
One Triumph yet, my Muſe; remains behind, 


Another Vengeance yet the Gaul ſhall find; 


On Lombard Plains, beyond his Alpine Hills, 
Louis the Force of Hoſtile Britain feels; 
Swift to her Friends diſtreſs'd her Succours fly; Ys 
And diſtant. Wars her Wealthy Sons ſupply : 
From flow unactive Courts, they grieve to 8 
Eugene, a Name to ev'ry Briton dear. 


By tedious languiſhing Delays is held 


Repining, and impatient, from the Field; : 
While factious Stateſmen riot in Exceſs, 


And lazy Prieſts whole Provinces poſſeſs, 


Of unregarded Wants the Brave. complain, 
And the ſtary'd Soldier ſues for Bread in vains 


At once with generous: Indignation warm, 85 
Britain the Treaſure ſends, and bids the Heros Arm: 


Strait eager to the Field, he ſpeeds away, = 1 


There vows the Victor Gaul ſhall dear repay 


The Spoils of Calcinato's fatal Day: 


Chear'd by the Preſence of the Chief they love; 
Once more their Fate the Warriors long to provez 
Reviy'd each Soldier lifts his drooping Head, 


Forgets his Wounds, and calls him on to Lead; 


Again their Creſts the German Eagles rear, 


Greedy for Battel and the Prey they call. 
And point great Eugenes Thunder on the Gaul. 
The Chief commands, and ſoon in dread Array 
Onwards the moving Legions urge their Way 


O'er ev'ry Barrier Fortunate they paſs'd, 
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He had reſolv'd it, and he would be there; 


of ber Mages Yy's Arms, &c. us. 


The Foe in vain with Gallick Arts attends, 
| To mark which way the wary Leader bends; |. 3 
| Vainly in War's myſterious Rules is Wiſe, | 2 


Lurks were tall Woods and thickeſt Coverts riſe, 


: And meanly hopes a Conqueſt from Surprize. 


Now with ſwift Horſe the Plain around em beats; 5 


And oft Advances, and as oft Retreats; 


Now fix d to wait the coming Force, he ſeems, 


Secur d by ſteepy Banks and rapid Streams; 
While River-Gods in vain Exhauſt their Store, 


From amen Urns the guſhing Torrents pour, 


Riſe o'er their utmoſt Margins to the Plain, 


And ſtrive to ſtay the Warrior's Haſte in vain 

Alike they paſs the Plain and cloſer Wood, 

Explore the Ford and tempt the ſwelling Flood. 

Unſhaken ftill purſue their ſteadfaſt Courſe,  _ 

And where they want their Way, they find it or they force: 
But anxious Thoughts Saves Great Prince infeſt, 


And roll ill-boding in his Careful Breaſt; 


Oft he reyolves the Ruins of the Great, 


: And ſadly thinks on loſt Bavaria's Fate, 


The hapleſs Mark of Fortune's cruel Sport; 20 
An Exile, meanly forc'd to beg Support | by $ 


From the {low Bounties of a Foreign Court. 75 
Forced from his lov d Turin, his laſt Retreat, 1 


His Glory once and Empire's ancient Seat, 


| He ſees from far where wide Deſtructions ſpread, 


And fiery Show'rs the goodly Town Invade, 


Then turns to mourn in vain his ruin'd State, 
And curſe the unrelenting Tyrant's Hate. 


But great Eugene prevents his ev'ry Fear, 


Not 


\ 
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Not Danger, Toil, the tedious weary War. 
Nor all the Gallick Pow'rs his promis'd Aid delay; 
| Like Truth itſelf unknowing how to fail, HEE 
He ſcorn'd to doubt, and knevy be muſt prevail. Fare 
Thus ever certain does the Sun appear, ” 
Bound by the Law of Fove's Eternal Year; 3s 
Thus conſtant to his Courſe ſets out at Morn, 
Round the wide World in twice Twelve Hours is born 
And to a Moment keeps his fix d Return. 6 
Strait to the Town the Heroes turn their Care, 

Their Friendly Succour for the Brave prepare; 
And on the Foe united bend the War. | 
Oer the ſteep Trench and Ramparts guarded Height; 
At once they ruſh and drive the Rapid Fight; 
With idle Arms the Gallick Legions ſeem 
To ſtem the Rege of the reſiſtleſs Stream, 
At once it bears em down, at once they yield, 
Headlong are puſh'd and ſwept along the Field; ; 
Reſiſtance ceaſes, and tis War no more; 
At once the Vanquiſh'd own the Victors Pow'r ; 
| Throughout the Field, where · oer they turn their Sight, 


*Tis all or Conqueſt or Inglorious Fligbt; 


With Life and Liberty at once they Chear, 


S swift to their reſcu'd Friends their Joys they dear, 8 


And ſave em in the Moment of Deſpair. 
So timely to the Aid of finking Rome, 
With active Haſte did Great Camillus come: 
So to the Capitol he fore d his Way, 7 
So from the proud Barbarians ſnatch'd the Prey, | 
And ſav'd his Country in one Signal Day. ” i E 
From impious Arms at length, O Louis, ceaſe! 
And leave at length the lab ring World in Peace, 


les 
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of her MajresTY's Arms, Sc. 97 
Left Heav'n diſcloſe ſome yet more Fatal Scene, Fs. 
Fatal beyond Ramillia or Turm ; 
Leſt from thy Hand thou ſee thy Scepter torn, 
And humbled in the Duſt thy Loſſes mourn; 
Leſt urg d at length thy own repining Slave, 
Tho fond of Burthens, and in Bondage brave, 
Turſue thy Hoary Head with Curſes to the Grave, 
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Cuſtode rerum Ceſare, non furor 
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Non ira que procudit enſes, 
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Own for the New Year uc. 107 
Still in ſign of ſure Defence, 
TFruſt and mutual Confidence, 
On the Monarch, ſtanding by, 
8 Still ſne bends her gracious Eye, | 
Nor fears her Foes — enn n and He e 
VII. 
Hence then with ev'ry anxious Care! 
Begone pale Envy, and thou cold 5 N 
Seek ye out a moody Cell, 
where Deceit and Treaſon e, 
. - There repining, raging, ſtill 
Th'idle Air with Curſes fill; | 
There blaſt the pathleſs Wild, and the bleak Northern Bill ; 
There your Exile vainly Moan; 
| There where with Murmurs horrid as your own, 
| Beneath the ſweeping Winds, the bending Forreſts groan,. . 
But thou Hope, with ſmiling Chear, 
Do thou bring the ready Year; 
See the Hours! a choſen Band! Foy 
1 See with jocund Looks they ſtanld, 
All in their trim e and erat for Command, 


vin. 


The wa Train 100 to move, : 
Hope leads Increaſe and chaſte Connubial Love: 
Flora ſweet her Bounty ſpreads, 
Smelling Gardens, painted Meads; 
Ceres crowns the yellow Plain; : 
Pan rewards the Shepherd's Pain; Rs 
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And on the balmy- Air fits Roſie-colour'd Health. 


All is Plenty, all is Wealth, 


1 hear the Mirth, I hear the Land rejoyce, 
Like many Waters ſwells the pealing Noiſe, _. 
+ While to their Monarch, thus, they raiſe the publick Voic 
Father of thy Country, Hail! 
Always, ev'ry where, prevail; 
Pow, Valiant, Juſt and Wiſe, _ 
Better Suns for thee ariſe, | 
. er Breezes fan the Skies. 
Earth in Fruits and Flowers is ot 
Joy abounds in ev'ry Breaſt, ö 
For thee thy Fogg. all, for thee the Year i is bleſt;. 
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